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PEEFAOE. 



It need hardly be said that the chief author- 
ity for the biographical portions of the follow- 
ing work is Mr. Trevelmi's ^* Life and Letters 
of Lord Macaulay." Th^Jj^ork is so copious, so 
comprehensive, and so exceUent, that it might 
well be regarded as excluding aU other biogra- 
phers from the field ; but though no one who 
has actually read it ever wished it shorter, yet 
there are very many readers interested in Ma- 
caulay who could never be induced to read so 
voluminous and costly a work. Indeed, Mr. 
Trevelyan himself, in giving the raiaon Witre for 
his own work, gives also what appears to be a 
sufficient excuse for this. He says : " There must 
be tens of thousands whose interest in history 
and literature he (Macaulay) has awakened and 
informed by his pen, and who would gladly 



4 PREFACE. 

know what manner of man it was that has done 
them 80 great a service." We may say with 
equal confidence that "there must be tens of 
thousands" who ''would gladly know what 
manner of man " Macaulay was who will never 
make for themselves the opportunity of read- 
ing Mr. Trevelyan's elaborate " Life." It has 
been thought, therefore, that a compendious 
biography of him, omitting nothing essential 
but omitting aU else, might prove useful to 
many readers; especially if to the biography 
could be added enough of critical interpretation 
to make it serve as a guide to the study of Ma- 
caulay's works, and to a just appreciation of his 
qualities as a writer. 

It should be added that while Mr. Trevelyan 
is our chief authority, much valuable material has 
been drawn from the recently-published " Selec- 
tion from the Correspondence of the late Mac- 
vey Napier, Esq." 
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LOED MAOAULAT. 



I. 

CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH. 

*'Wb are always desirous," says Macaulay, 
** to know something of the character and situa- 
tion of those whose writings we have perused with 
pleasure " ; and as there are few writings that have 
been so extensively perused and with such uniform 
pleasure as those of Macaulay himself, so there 
can be few writers about whose character and 
situation the public at large would more gladly 
learn. This is the more likely to be the case 
because Macaulay's writings, though bearing the 
unmistakable marks of a unique individuality, 
convey little or no information ^about the personal 
qualities or private history of their author. One 
searches them in vain for those unconscious self- 
revelations, those reminiscences of personal ex- 
perience, those bits of thinly-disguised autobi- 
ography, which in the case of the great majority 
of authors render their works the most fruitful 
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source of material for their biographers ; and, as 
Mr. Trevelyan says, it would be almost as hard 
to compose a picture of Macaulay from his " His- 
tory," his "Essays," and his " Lays," as to evolve 
an idea of Shakespeare from " Henry the Fifth " 
and "Measure for Measure." 

Moreover, Macaulay was not merely and solely 
a man of letters. He was, besides, a statesman, 
a jurist, and a brilliant ornament of society ; and 
of course these aspects of his "situation" could 
not be revealed in his writings, even were the 
writings less impersonal than they are. No one, 
however, would pretend to deny that the special 
circumstances of Macaulay's life profoundly influ- 
enced his writings ; and, indeed, his own case 
would justify us in so far extending the terms of 
the proposition quoted from him at the start as to 
say that it is necessary to know something of the 
character and situation of an author in order just- 
ly to appreciate his writings. This is the excuse 
for the following sketch, in which we shall nar- 
rate as fully as may be the more important events 
of Macaulay^s life, and shall also endeavor to 
throw upon his work such light as may be de- 
rived from a study of his character and circum- 
stances. 

Thomas Babikgtok Macaulay was bom at 
Eothley Temple, in Leicestershire, England, on 
the 25th of October, 1800. His family on the 
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father's side was Scotch, his grandfather and 
great-grandfather being ministers of the kirk ; 
and it is perhaps worthy of mention that one of 
his great-uncles was author of that " History of 
St. Kilda " which had the honor of being praised 
by Doctor Johnson. His father, Zachary Macau- 
lay, was in many respects a very remarkable man. 
Confronted in early manhood with the spectacle 
of negro slavery as presented in the West Indies, 
he conceived such an abhorrence for it that he 
abandoned the prospect of a prosperous career, 
and returning to England became one of the lead- 
ers in that agitation for the abolition of slavery 
in the British Colonies which has been rightly 
called "the most disinterested, and perhaps the 
most successful, popular movement which history 
records." Selected by his associates to direct the 
experiment for the colonization of Sierra Leone 
by liberated slaves, he did what perhaps no other 
man of his time could have done in making it a 
success ; and, returning home after six years' ab- 
sence in Africa, became the intimate and equal 
friend of William Wilberforce, Granville Sharpe, 
Henry Thornton, Hannah More, and the rest of 
that small but zealous band of philanthropists 
whose work sheds a benign luster upon the age in 
which they lived. Dying in 1838, his bust was 
placed in Westminster Abbey, and on its pedestal 
a touching inscription which describes him as one 
"who during forty successive years, partaking in 
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the counsels and the labors which, guided by a 
favoring Providence, rescued Africa from the 
woes, and the British Empire from the guilt, of 
slavery and the slave-trade, meekly endured the 
toil, the privation, and the reproach, resigning to 
others the praise and the reward." Of Macaula/s 
mother, who was of Quaker descent, little is known 
save that she was a woman of rare discretion and 
good sense, and of most amiable and affectionate 
disposition. 

While still little more than an infant, Macau- 
lay revealed unmistakable signs of that wonderful 
mental activity which characterized his later life. 
His first two years were passed at a house in the 
heart of London, where the Sierra Leone Com- 
pany, of which his father was secretary, had its 
office ; and, baby as he was when he quitted it, he 
retained some impressions of this his earliest 
home. " He remembered, '* says Mr. Trevelyan,* 
"standing up at the nursery window by his fa- 
therms side, looking at a cloud of black smoke 
pouring out of a tall chimney. He asked if that 
was hell : an inquiry that was received with a 
grave displeasure, which at the time he could not 
understand. The kindly father must have been 
pained almost against his own will at finding what 

* We shall quote freely in this portion of our work from 
Mr. Trevelyan's " Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay," of which 
the most delightful chapter is that in which he describes Ma- 
caulay^s infancy and childhood. 
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feature of his stem creed it was that had embodied 
itself in so very material a shape before his little 
son's imagination. When^ in after-days^ Mrs. Ma- 
caulay was questioned as to how soon she began 
to detect in the child a promise of the future, she 
used to say that his sensibilities and affections 
were remarkably developed at an age which to her 
hearers appeared next to incredible. He would cry 
for joy on seeing her after a few hours' absence, 
and (till her husband put a stop to it) her power 
of exciting his feelings was often made an exhibi- 
tion to her friends. She did not regard this pre- 
cocity as a proof of cleverness, but, like a foolish 
young mother, only thought that so tender a na- 
ture was marked for early death. 

" The next move which the family made was 
into as healthy an atmosphere, in every sense, as 
the most careful parent could wish to select. Mr. 
Macaulay took a house in the High Street of Clap- 
ham, in the part now called the Pavement, on the 
same side as the Plow Inn, but some doors nearer 
to the Common. It was a roomy, comfortable 
dwelling, with a very small garden behind, and in 
front a very small one indeed, which has entirely 
disappeared beneath a large shop thrown out to- 
ward the roadway by the present occupier, who 
bears the name of Hey wood. Here the boy passed 
a quiet and most happy childhood. From the 
time that he was three years old he read inces- 
santly, for the most part lying on the rug before 
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the fire, with his book on the ground, and a piece 
of bread-and-butter in his hand. A very clever 
woman who then lived in the house as parlor-maid 
told how he used to sit in his nankeen frock, 
perched on the table by her as she was cleaning 
the plate, and expounding to her out of a volume 
as big as himself. He did not care for toys, but 
was very fond of taking his walk, when he would 
hold forth to his companion, whether nurse or 
mother, telling interminable stories out of his own 
head, or repeating what he had been reading in 
language far above his years. His memory re- 
tained without effort the phraseology of the book 
which he had been last engaged on, and he talked, 
as the maid said, * quite printed words,^ which 
produced an effect that appeared formal, and 
often, no doubt exceedingly droll. Mrs. Hannah 
More was fond of relating how she called at Mr. 
Macaulay's, and was met by a fair, pretty, slight 
child, with abundance of light hair, about four 
years of age, who came to the front door to re- 
ceive her, and tell her that his parents were out, 
but that if she would be good enough to come in 
he would bring her a glass of old spirits : a 
proposition which greatly startled the good lady, 
who had never aspired beyond cowslip-wine. 
When questioned as to what he knew about old 
spirits he could only say that Eobinson Crusoe 
often had some. About this period his father 
took him on a visit to Lady Waldegrave at Straw- 
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berry Hill, and was much pleased to exhibit to his 
old friend the fair, bright boy, dressed in a green 
coat with red collar and cuffs, a frill at the throat, 
and white trousers. After some time had been 
spent among the wonders of the Orford Collec- 
tion, of which he ever after carried a catalogue in 
his head, a servant who was waiting upon the 
company in the great gallery spilled some hot cof- 
fee over his legs. The hostess was all kindness 
and compassion, and when, after a while, she 
asked how he was feeling, the little fellow looked 
up in her face, and replied, * Thank you, madam, 
the agony is abated.' 

" But it must not be supposed that his quaint 
manners proceeded from aJBEectation or conceit ; for 
all testimony declares that a more simple and nat- 
ural child never lived, or a more lively and merry 
one. He had at his command the resources of the 
Common ; to this day the most unchanged spot 
within ten miles of St. PauPs, and which to all 
appearance will ere long hold that pleasant pre- 
eminence within ten leagues. That delightful 
wilderness of gore bushes, and poplar groves, and 
gravel-pits, and ponds great and small, was to lit- 
tle Tom Macaulay a region of inexhaustible ro- 
mance and mystery. He explored its recesses ; he 
composed, and almost believed, its legends ; he 
invented for its different features a nomenclature 
which has been faithfully preserved by two genera- 
tions of children. A slight ridge intersected by 
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deep ditches toward the west of the Common, the 
very existence of which no one above eight years 
old would notice, was dignified with the title of 
the Alps ; while the elevated island, covered with 
shrubs, that gives a name to the Mount Pond, was 
regarded with infinite awe, as being the nearest 
approach within the circuit of his observation to 
a conception of the majesty of Sinai. Indeed, at 
this period his infant fancy waa much exercised 
with the threats and terrors of the Law. He had 
a little plot of ground at the back of the house, 
marked out as his own by a row of ojrster-shells, 
which a maid one day threw away as rubbish. 
He went straight to the drawing-room, where his 
mother was entertaining some visitors, walked 
into the circle, and said, very solemnly, * Cursed 
be Sally ; for it is written. Cursed is he that re- 
moveth his neighbor's landmark. ''' 

His school experiences began while he waa 
still the merest child, when he was sent as a day- 
scholar to a Mr. Greaves, who is described as " a 
shrewd Yorkshireman with a turn for science." 
Mrs. Macaulay explained to him at the start that 
he must learn to study without the solace of bread 
and butter, to which he replied, " Yes, mamma, 
industry shall be my bread and attention my but- 
ter." But, as a matter of fact, no one ever crept 
more unwillingly to school, and he used to beg 
piteously at dinner to be excused from returning 
in the afternoon. This reluctance to leave home 
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arose in part from the fact that the regnlar lessons 
of the class took him away from occupations which 
were infinitely more delightful and important ; for 
these were probably the years of his greatest lit- 
erary activity. "As an author he never again 
had more facility, or anything like so wide a 
range." In September, 1808, his mother writes : 

" My dear Tom continues to show marks of nnoom- 
mon genius. He gets on wonderfully in all branches of 
his education, and the extent of his reading, and of the 
knowledge he has derived from it, are truly astonishing 
in a boy not yet eight years old. He is at the same time 
as playful as a kitten. To give you some idea of the ac- 
tivity of his mind, I will mention a few circumstances 
that may interest you and Colin. You will believe that 
to him we never appear to regard anything he does 
as anything more than a schoolboy's amusement. He 
took it into his head to write a compendium of universal 
history about a year ago, and he really contrived to give 
a tolerably connected view of the leading events from 
the Oreation to the present time, filling about a quire of 
paper. He told me one day thai he had been writing a 
paper which Henry Daly was to translate into Malabar, 
to persuade the people of Travancore to embrace the 
Christian religion. On reading it, I found it to contain 
a very clear idea of the leading facts and doctrines of 
that religion, with some strong arguments for its adop- 
tion. He was so fired with reading Scott's * Lay ' and 
•Marmion,' the former of which he got entirely, and 
the latter almost entirely, by heart, merely from his de- 
light in reading them, that he determined on writing 
himself a poem in six cantos, which he called ^ The Bat- 



16 LORD MACAULAY. 

tie of Cheviot' After lie had finished about three of 
the cantos, of about one hundred and twenty lines each, 
which he did in a couple of days, he became tired of it. 
I make no doubt he would have finished his design, but 
as he was proceeding with it the thought struck him of 
writing an heroic poem to be called * Olaus the Great ; 
or, The Conquest of Mona,' in which, after the manner 
of Virgil, he might introduce in prophetic song the future 
fortunes of the family — among others, those of the hero 
who aided in the fall of the tyrant of Mysore, after having 
long suffered from his tyranny; and of another of his 
race who had exerted himself for the deliverance of the 
wretched Africans. He has just begun it. He has com- 
posed I know not how many hymns. I send you one 
as a specimen, in his own handwriting, which he wrote 
about six months ago on one Monday morning while we 
were at breakfast." 

All these juvenile pieces were preserved by his 
relatives, and are still in existence ; also a vast pile 
of blank verse entitled " Fingal : a Poem in XII. 
Books," which belongs probably to a somewhat 
later period. "It is worthy of note," says Mr. 
Trevelyan, " that the voluminous writings of his 
childhood, dashed off at headlong speed in the 
odds and ends of leisure from school-study and 
nursery routine, are not only perfectly correct in 
spelling and grammar, but display the same lu- 
cidity of meaning and scrupulous accuracy in 
punctuation and the other minor details of the 
literary art, which characterize his mature works." 

Among the earliest friendships formed by 
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the youthful author was that with Mrs. Hannah 
More, which appears to have taken from the be- 
ginning a somewhat literary cast. *^ She would 
keep him with her for weeks (at her home at Bar- 
ley Wood), listening to him as he read prose by 
the ell, declaimed poetry by the hour, and dis- 
cussed and compared his favorite heroes, ancient, 
modem, and fictitious, under all points of view 
and in every possible combination : coaxing him 
into the garden under the pretense of a lecture on 
botany ; sending him from his books to run round 
the grounds, or play at cooking in the kitchen ; 
giving him Bible-lessons which invariably ended 
in a theological argument, and following him with 
her advice and sympathy through his multifarious 
literary enterprises." She was one of the earliest 
contributors to that library which ultimately be- 
came so extensive ; and some of her letters to the 
boy in reference to these gifts furnish perhaps 
the most striking evidence of his precocity. When 
he was six years old, she writes : " Though you 
are a little boy now, you will one day, if it please 
God, be a man ; but long before you are a man I 
hope you will be a scholar. I therefore wish you 
to purchase such books as will be useful and agree- 
able to you theUy and that you employ this very 
small sum in laying a little tiny corner-stone for 
your future library." And a year or two after- 
ward she thanks him for his " two letters, so neat 
and free from blots. By this obvious improve- 
2 
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ment you have entitled yourself to another book. 
You must go to Hatchard's and choose. I think 
we have nearly exhausted the epics. What say 
you to a little good prose ? Johnson's ^ Hebrides/ 
or Walton's * Lives,' unless you would like a neat 
edition of ^Cowper's Poeins,' or ^Paradise Lost,' 
for your own eating ? In any case choose some- 
thing you do not possess. I want you to become 
a complete Frenchman, that I may give you Ea- 
cine, the only dramatic poet I know in any mod- 
em language that is perfectly pure and good. I 
think you have hit off the Ode very well, and I 
am much obliged to you for the Dedication." 

As a matter of course, the best method of deal- 
ing with such extreme precocity of genius consti- 
tuted a problem of the highest importance, and 
one which must have engaged the anxious atten- 
tion of his parents from the very first. Mr. Trevel- 
yan says on this point : 

"Nothing conld be more judicious than the treat- 
ment that Mr. and Mrs. Macaulay at this time adopted 
toward their boy. They never handed his productions 
about, or encouraged him to parade his powers of con- 
versation or memory. They abstained from any word 
or act which might foster in him a perception of his own 
genius with as much care as a wise millionaire expends 
on keeping his son ignorant of the fact that he is destined 
to be richer than his comrades. * It was scarcely ever,' 
writes one who knew him well from the very first, * that 
the consciousness was expressed by either of his parents 
of the superiority of their son over other children. In- 
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deed, with his father I never remember any snch expres- 
sion. What I most observed myself was his extraordi- 
nary command of language. When he came to describe 
to his mother any childish play, I took care to be pres- 
ent, when I could, that I might listen to the way in 
which he expressed himself, ofben scarcely exceeded in 
his later years. Except this trifle, I remember him only 
as a good-tempered boy, always occupied, playing with 
his sisters without assumption of any kind.' One effect 
of this early discipline showed itself in his freedom from 
vanity and susceptibility, those qualities which, coupled 
together in our modem psychological dialect under the 
head of ' self-consciousness,' are supposed to be the be- 
setting defects of the literary character. Another result 
was his habitual overestimate of the average knowledge 
possessed by mankind. Judging others by himself, he 
credited the world at large with an amount of informa- 
tion which certainly few have the ability to acquire or 
the capacity to retain. If his parents had not been so 
diligent in concealing from him the difference between 
his own intellectual stores and those of his neighbors, it 
is probable that less would have been heard of Lord 
Macaulay's school-boy achievements." 

When he was twelve years old it became evi- 
dent that "Tom" had outgrown the educational 
capabilities of Clapham, and he was accordingly 
sent to a private school kept by the Rev. Mr. 
Preston, first at Little Shelford, a village in the 
immediate vicinity of Cambridge, and later at 
Aspenden Hall, near Buntingford, in Hertford- 
shire. In this school he spent six of the most 
industrious years of his life, and accumulated no 
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small proportion of that vast and varied knowl- 
edge which caused Sydney Smith to say of him 
later that " he overflowed with learning and stood 
in the slop/' His regular lessons in the class- 
room made no serious demands upon his powers ; 
he composed little at this time beyond his school 
exercises, which were evidently written in a per- 
functory manner ; he was notorious for his " ut- 
ter inability to play any sort of game " ; and in 
the seclusion of his study, removed from the de- 
light of family intercourse (the only attraction 
strong enough to draw him from his books), he 
roamed at will and with an insatiable avidity over 
the whole expanse of literature. The tone of his 
correspondence during these years sufficiently in- 
dicates that he lived almost exclusively among 
books : neither before nor afterward did his let- 
ters ever smack so of the library and the midnight 
oil. It must be said, too, that his reading, rapid 
and miscellaneous as it was, was not that idle, 
heedless, profitless skimming through books which 
is perhaps the most indolent form of intellectual 
lotus-eating. Once read, or even glanced over, 
a book was his own ; and even for a quotation he 
rarely had need to recur to the volume. Speak- 
ing of this faculty, which distinguished Macaulay 
through life, his biographer says : 

** The secret of his immense acquirements lay in two 
invaluable gifts of nature : an unerring memory, and the 
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capacity for taking in at a glance the contents of a 
printed page. Dnring the first part of his life he re- 
membered whatever caught his fancy, without going 
through the process of consciously getting it by heart. 
As a child, during one of the numerous seasons when 
the social duties devolved upon Mr. Macaulay, he accom- 
panied his father on an afternoon call, and found on a 
table the ^Lay of the Last Minstrel,' which he had 
never before met with. He kept himself quiet with his 
prize while the elders were talking, and on his return 
home sat down upon his mother^s bed, and repeated to 
her as many cantos as she had the patience or the strength 
to listen to. At one period of his life he was known 
to say that, if by some miracle of vandalism all copies 
of ' Paradise Lost ' and * The Pilgrim's Progress ' were 
destroyed off the face of the earth, he would undertake 
to reproduce them both from recollection whenever a 
revival of learning came. In 1813, while waiting in a 
Cambridge coffee-room for a post-chaise which was to 
take him to his school, he picked up a county news- 
paper containing two such specimens of provincial poet- 
ical talent as in those days might be read in the corner 
of any weekly journal. One piece was headed * Re- 
flections of an Exile,' while the other was a trumpery 
parody on the Welsh ballad ' Ar hyd y nos,' referring 
to some local anecdote of an hostler whose nose had 
been bitten off by a filly. He looked them once through, 
and never gave them a thought for forty years, at the 
end of which time he repeated them both without miss- 
ing, or, as far as he knew, changing a single word. 

" As he grew older, this wonderful power became im- 
paired so far that getting by rote the compositions of 
others was no longer an involuntary process. He has 
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noted in his Lnoan the several occasions on which he 
committed to memory his favorite passages of an author 
whom he regarded as unrivaled among rhetoricians, and 
the dates refer to the year 1836, when he had just turned 
the middle poiut of life. During his last years, at his 
dressing-table in the morning, he would learn by heart 
one of the little idyls in which Martial expatiates on the 
enjoyments of a Spanish country-house or a villa-farm 
in the environs of Rome — ^those delicious morsels of 
verse which (considering the sense that modern ideas 
attach to the name) it is an injustice to class under the 
head of epigrams. 

"Macaulay's extraordinary faculty of assimilating 
printed matter at first sight remained the same through 
life. To the end he read books faster than other peo- 
ple skimmed them, and skimmed them as fast as any 
one else could turn the leaves. *He seemed to read 
through the skin,' said one who had often watched 
the operation. And this speed was not in his case ob- 
tained at the expense of accuracy. Anything which 
had once appeared in type, from the highest effort of 
genius down to the most detestable trash that ever con- 
sumed ink and paper manufactured for better things, had 
in his eyes an authority which led him to look upon 
misquotation as a species of minor sacrilege." 

In October, 1818, Macaulay went into resi- 
dence at Trinity College, Cambridge; and, says 
Mr. Trevelyan, "of all his places of sojourn dur- 
ing his joyous and shining pilgrimage through 
the world, Trinity, and Trinity alone, had any 
share with his home in Macaulay's affection and 
loyalty." Possessed of ample leisure and liberty. 
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with the almost complete command of his own 
time^ and with access to as many books as even 
he could read, he seemed to desire nothing be- 
yond what his college had to give ; and he rapidly 
developed those social qualities and those won- 
derful powers of conversation which it seemed to 
require the crowd and the stir of a university to 
call forth. He abandoned the recluse and ultra- 
bookish habits which had distinguished him at 
school, and entered with ardor into the life and 
the pursuits that he found going on around him. 
He was peculiarly fortunate in his contemporaries 
at the university ; and he speedily formed inti- 
mate friendships with Derwent and Henry Nel- 
son Coleridge (son and son-in-law of the poet), 
with Hyde and Charles Villiers, with Praed, the 
poet, and his gifted schoolmate, Sidney Walker, 
and with Charles Austin, who is said to have been 
the only man who ever succeeded in dominating 
Macaulay. 

" The day and the night together were too short for 
one who was entering on the journey of life amidst such 
a band of travelers. So long as a door was open or a 
light burning in any of the courts, Macaulay was always 
in the mood for conversation and companionship. Un- 
failing in his attendance at lecture and chapel, blameless 
with regard to college laws and college discipline, it was 
well for his virtue that no curfew was in force within 
the precincts of Trinity. He never tired of recalling the 
days when he supped at midnight on milk-punch and 
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roast turkey, drank tea in floods at an honr wlien older 
men are intent upon anything rather than on the means 
of keeping themselves awake, and made little of sitting 
over the fire till the hell rang for morning chapel in 
order to see a friend off hy the early ooach. In the 
license of the summer vacation, after some prolonged 
and festive gathering, the whole party would pour out 
into the moonlight and ramhle for mile after mile 
through the country till the noise of their wide-flowing 
talk mingled with the twittering of the hirds in the 
hedges which bordered the Coton pathway or the 
Madingley road. On sucji occasions it must have been 
well worth the loss of sleep to hear Macaulay plying 
Austin with sarcasms upon the doctrine of the Greatest 
Happiness, which then had still some gloss of novelty ; 
putting into an ever-fresh shape the time-honored jokes 
against the Johnians for the benefit of the Villierses ; 
and urging an interminable debate on Wordsworth's 
merits as a poet, in which the Ooleridges, as in duty 
bound, were ever ready to engage. . . . 

"It is not only that the witnesses of these scenes 
unanimously declare that they have never since heard 
such conversation in the most renowned of social circles. 
The partiality of a generous young man for trusted and 
admired companions may well color his judgment over 
the space of even half a century. But the estimate of 
university contemporaries was abundantly confirmed by 
the outer world. While on a visit to Lord Lansdowne 
at Bowood, Austin and Macaulay happened to get upon 
college topics one morning at breakfast. When the meal 
was finished they drew their chairs to either end of the 
chimney-piece, and talked at each other across the hearth- 
rug as if they were in a first-floor room in the Old Oourt 
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of Trinity. The whole company, ladies, artists, poli- 
ticians, and diners-ont, formed a silent circle round the 
two Oantabs, and, with a short break for lanch, never 
stirred tOl the beU warned them that it was time to dress 
for dinner." 

Nor was it only in conversation that Macaulay 
excelled. He became one of the leading members 
of the Union Debating Society, and the fame of 
his rhetoric extended far beyond the limits of the 
university. The performances in this line, how- 
ever, are less interesting now than the devices of 
the young orators for evading the restrictions 
under which they were placed. The authorities 
of the university, being strict conservatives, felt 
called upon to discountenance political discussion 
among the under-graduates, especially at an epoch 
when the temper of the time increased the ten- 
dency of young men to run into extremes of par- 
tisanship, and they accordingly forbade the dis- 
cussion of all public affairs save those of a date 
anterior to the century. But it required less in- 
genuity than the leaders of the Union had at 
command to devise a method of dealing with the 
present under guise of the past. Motions were so 
framed as to reflect upon the existing government 
under cover of a censure on the cabinets of the 
previous generation ; resolutions were introduced 
calling upon the meeting to declare that Catholic 
Emancipation should have been granted in the 
year 1795, or that the commercial policy of the 
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country prior to 1800 should have been founded 
on free trade ; and a series of impassioned speeches 
on the burning question of interference in behalf 
of Greek independence were occasioned by a propo- 
sition of Maiden's, " that ij 'EXkTjvlKTj adkmy^ do 
lie upon the table." 

It was doubtless owing, in part, to the zest 
with which Macaulay entered into all that was 
stirring and vivid in the life around him that he 
fell behind in the race for university honors ; but 
it was also partly due to his utter neglect of the 
special study of the place. When he first went 
to Mr. Preston's school he wrote his father : 
"Mathematics suit my taste, although, before I 
came, I declaimed against them, and asserted 
that, when I went to college, it should not be to 
Cambridge. I am occupied with the hope of lec- 
turing Mamma and Selina upon mathematics, as 
I used to do upon heraldry, and to change Or, 
and Argent, and Azure, and Gules, for squares, 
and points, and circles, and angles, and triangles, 
and rectangles, and rhomboids, and, in a word, 
* all the pomp and circumstance ' of Euclid ." But 
this passing fondness soon changed to bitter dis- 
gust ; and in his first letter from Cambridge we 
find him writing thus : 

"... I can scarcely bear to write on mathematics or 
mathematiciaus. Oh for words to express my abomina- 
tion of that science, if a name sacred to the useful and 
embellishing arts may be applied to the perception and 
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recollection of certaiQ properties in numbers and fignrest 
Oh that I had to learn astrology, or demonology, or 
school divinity; oh that I were to pore over Thomas 
Aquinas, and to a^ast the relation of Entity with 
the two Predicaments, so that I were exempted from 
this miserable study I *• Biscipliue ^ of the mind I Say 
rather starvation, confinement, torture, annihilation I 
But it must be. I feel myself becoming a personifica- 
tion of algebra, a living trigonometrical canon, a walk- 
ing table of logarithms. All my perceptions of elegance 
and beauty gone, or at least going. By the end of the 
term my brain will be ' as dry as the remainder biscuit 
after a voyage.' Oh to change 0am for Isis I But such 
is my destiny; and, since it is so, be the pursuit con- 
temptible, below contempt, or disgusting beyond abhor- 
rence, I shall aim at no second place. But three years I 
I can not endure the thought. I can not bear to con- 
template what I must have to undergo. Farewell, then, 
Homer and Sophocles and Cicero. 

* Farewell, happy fields, 
Where joy forever reigns ! Hail, horrors, hail, 
Infernal world ! * 

How does it proceed ? Milton's descriptions have been 
driven out of my head by such elegant expressions as the 
following : 

«' X* x* 

Cos. a: = 1 + 

1-2 1-2-3-4 1-2-8-4-5-6 

Tan. a + Tan. 6 



Tan. a+b = 



1— Tan. a+Tan. b 



My classics must be Woodhouse, and my amusements 
summing an infinite series. Farewell; and tell Selin^^ 
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and Jane to be thankful that it is not a necessary part of 
female education to get a headache daily without acquir- 
ing one practical truth or beautiful image in return. 
Again, and with affectionate love to my father, farewell 
wishes your most miserable and mathematical son, 

" T. B. Maoaulat." 

Now, to contemn mathematics is, as Mr. Tre- 
velyan says, "a liberty which Cambridge seldom 
allows to be taken with impunity even by her most 
favored sons^' ; and accordingly when the tripos 
of 1822 made its appearance it was found that, to 
borrow from the expressive vocabulary of the 
university, Macaulay was "gulfed" : a mishap 
which disabled him from contending for the 
chancellor's medals, then the crowning trophies 
of a classical career. 

He achieved other honors, however, which 
may have consoled him in a measure for this dis- 
appointment. He twice gained the chancellor's 
medal for English verse ; he gained the prize for 
Latin declamation ; he won the reward of ten 
pounds provided for " the junior bachelor of Trin- 
ity College who wrote the best essay on the ^ Con- 
duct and Character of William the Third ' " ; he 
established his classical repute by winning a Cra- 
ven University scholarship ; and finally, in 1824, 
he attained the object for which he had so long 
striven, by being elected Fellow of his college. 
'^ The delight of the young man at finding him- 
self one of the sixty masters of an ancient and 
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splendid establishment ; the pride with which he 
. signed his first order for the college plate, and 
dined for the first time at the high table in his 
own right; the refiection that these privileges 
were the fruit, not of favor or inheritance, but 
of personal industry and ability, were matters on 
which he loved to dwell long after the world had 
loaded him with its most envied prizes. . . . 
And one, at any rate, among his nephews can 
never remember the time when it was not diligent- 
ly impressed upon him that, if he minded his syn- 
tax, he might eventually hope to reach a position 
which would give him three hundred pounds a 
year, a stable for his horse, six dozen of audit ale 
every Christmas, a loaf and two pats of butter 
every morning, and a good dinner for nothing, 
with as many almonds and raisins as he could eat 
at dessert/* 

In connection with this, it may be interesting 
to quote a passage from a letter of Macaulay's, 
written during the later years of his life, in 
which he gives his general views on the subject 
of university honors : 

" K a man brings away from Cambridge self-knowl- 
edge, accnracy of mind, and habits of strong intollectaal 
exertion, he has gained more than if he had made a dis- 
play of showy superficial Etonian scholarship, got three 
or four Brown^s medals, and gone forth into the world a 
Bchool-boy, and doomed to be a school-boy to the last. 
After all, what a man does at Cambridge is, in itself, 
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nothing. If he makes a poor figure in life, his having 
been senior wrangler or university scholar is never men- 
tioned but with derision. If he makes a distinguished 
figure, his early honors merge in those of a later date. I 
hope that I do not overrate my own place in the estima- 
tion of society. Such as it is, I would not give a half- 
penny to add to the consideration which I enjoy all the 
consideration that I should derive from having been se- 
nior wrangler. But I often regret, and even acutely, 
my want of a senior wrangler's knowledge of physics and 
mathematics; and I regret still more some habits of 
mind which a senior wrangler is pretty certain to pos- 
sess." 

After leaving the university, Maeaulay studied 
law, and was called to the bar in 1826 ; but he 
never took seriously to the law as a profession, and 
he got no business worth mention either in London 
or on the circuit. No persuasion could induce him 
to remain at his chambers in the evening, accord- 
ing to the custom then in vogue. "After the 
first year or two of the period during which he 
called himself a barrister he gave up even the pre- 
tense of reading law, and spent many more hours 
under the gallery of the House of Commons than 
' in all the courts together. ^^ The only incident 
of his legal career that is worth reviving is a char- 
acteristic anecdote told by Mr. Trevelyan. Im- 
mediately after being admitted to the bar, Macau- 
lay joined the Northern Circuit at Leeds : " On 
the evening that he first appeared at mess, when 
the company were retiring for the night, he was 
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observed to be carefully picking out the longest 
candle. An old king^s counsel, who noticed that 
he had a volume under his arm, remonstrated 
with him on the danger of reading in bed, upon 
which he rejoined with an immense rapidity of 
utterance : ^ I always read in bed at home ; and 
if I am not afraid of committing parricide and 
matricide and fratricide, I can hardly be expected 
to pay any special regard to the lives of the bag- 
men of Leeds/ And, so saying, he left his hear- 
ers staring at one another, and marched off to his 
room, little knowing that before many years were 
out he would have occasion to speak much more 
respectfully of the Leeds bagmen." 

The main reason, doubtless, why Macaulay 
bestowed so little attention upon his profession 
was that, aside from his dislike to it, he was busy 
in fields better adapted than the law to his taste 
and talents. Before being called to the bar, he 
had already begun that series of contributions to 
the "Edinburgh Review" which lifted him at 
once into the literary empyrean; and had delivered 
a speech at a meeting of the Anti-slavery Society 
which attracted public attention to his oratorical 
power, and seemed to point to a Parliamentary 
career as his proper destiny. Before entering, 
however, upon a period which we have reserved 
for separate treatment, we will turn aside a mo- 
ment to give an account of his family and home 
Hfe. 



32 LORD MACAULAY. 

It has already been remarked that the only at- 
traction strong enough to draw Maeaulay from 
his books was the delight he found in intercourse 
with his family. Fortuni^tely, the family was 
large enough to meet the requirements of even 
his ample and overflowing affection : before he 
had completed his thirteenth year he had three 
brothers and five sisters. His father, whose calm, 
precise, and methodical temperament was an ex- 
act antithesis to his own, exercised a repressive 
influence upon him, and appears to have been 
regarded rather with hearty respect than cordial 
affection ; but his feeling toward his mother was 
almost idolatrous in the intensity of its devotion. 
As he grew older, his sisters, always dear to him, 
appeared to take the first place in his hearty which 
they filled to the end of his life to the exclusion 
of aU tenderer and more intimate ties. It is plea- 
sant to know that this ardent and unselfish affec- 
tion was returned in the fullest measure. Writ- 
ing long afterward. Lady Trevelyan, his favorite 
sister, thus describes their life at Clapham : 

" I think that my father's strictness was a good coun- 
terpoise to the perfect worship of your uncle by the rest 
of the family. To us he was an object of passionate love 
and devotion. To us he could do no wrong. His unruf- 
fled sweetness of temper, his unfailing flow of spirits, 
his amusing talk, all made his presence so delightful, 
that his wishes and his tastes were our law. He hated 
strangers, and his notion of perfect happiness was to see 
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TLB all working round him while he read aloud a novel, 
and then to walk all together on the Common, or, if it 
rained, to have a frightfully noisy game of hide-and-seek. 
I have often wondered how our mother could ever have 
endured our noise in her little house. My earliest recol- 
lections speak of the intense happiness of the holidays, 
beginning with finding him in papa's room in the morn- 
ing ; the awe at the idea of his having reached home in 
the dark after we were in bed, and the Saturnalia which 
at once set in ; no lessons ; nothing but fun and merri- 
ment for the whole six weeks. In the year 1816 we 
were at Brighton for the summer holidays, and he read 
to us * Sir Charles Grandison.' It was always a habit in 
our family to read aloud every evening. Among the 
books selected, I can recall Clarendon, Burnet, Shake- 
speare (a great treat when my mother took the volume), 
Miss Edgeworth, Mackenzie's ' Lounger ' and * Mirror,' 
and, as a standing dish, the * Quarterly ' and the * Edin- 
burgh Review.' Poets, too, especially Scott and Crabbe, 
were constantly chosen. Poetry and novels, except dur- 
ing Tom's holidays, were forbidden in the daytime, and 
stigmatized as ^ drinking drams in the morning.' " 

" When Macaulay went to college," says Mr. 
Trevelyan, **he was justified in regarding him- 
self as one who would not have to work for his 
bread. His father, who believed himself to be 
already worth a hundred thousand pounds, had 
statedly declared to the young man his intention 
of making him, in a modest way, an eldest son ; 
and had mformed him that, by doing his duty at 
the university, he would earn the privilege of 
3 
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shaping his career at choice." Long before he 
had finished his course at the university, however, 
this short-lived dream of wealth had vanished ; 
and in 1822 we find him writing to his father that, 
in order to discharge in part the burden of his 
college expenses, he had engaged to take two pu- 
pils. " As time went on, it became evident that 
he was to be an eldest son only in the sense that 
throughout the coming years of difficulty and dis- 
tress his brothers and sisters would depend main- 
ly upon him for guidance, comfort, and support. 
He acknowledged the claim cheerfully, lovingly, 
and indeed almost unconsciously. It was not his 
disposition to murmur over what was inevitable, 
or to plume himself upon doing what was right. 
He quietly took up the burden which his father 
was unable to bear ; and, before many years had 
elapsed, the fortunes of all for whose welfare he 
considered himself responsible were abundantly 
assured. In the course of the efforts which he 
expended on the accomplishment of this result, 
he unlearned the very notion of framing his 
method of life with a view to his own pleasure ; 
and such was his high and simple nature that it 
may well be doubted whether it ever crossed his 
mind that to live wholly for others was any sacri- 
fice at all." 

When he returned from college he found the 
family living at No. 50 Great Ormond Street, 
whither they had removed in 1823, under pres- 
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sure of pecuniary difficulties, from Cadogan Place, 
a more fashionable quarter of London. The house 
was a large, rambling one, at the comer of Powis 
Place, and was said to have been the residence of 
Lord Chancellor Thurlow at the time when the 
Great Seal was stolen from his custody. Here the 
Macaulays lived until 1831 ; and around this 
place and period clustered the fondest recollections 
of the family. Says Lady Trevelyan : 

" Those were to me years of intense happiness. There 
might be money troubles, but they did not tench us. 
Our lives were passed after a fashion which would seem, 
indeed, strange to the present generation. My father, 
ever more and more engrossed in one object, gradually 
gave up all society, and my mother never could endure 
it. We had friends, of course, with whom we staid out 
for months together, and we dined with the Wilber- 
forces, the Buxtons, Sir Robert Inglis, and others ; but 
what is now meant by ' society ' was utterly unknown 
to us. 

" In the morning there was some pretense of work and 
study. In the afternoon your uncle [Macaulay] always 
took ray sister Margaret and myself a long walk. We 
traversed every part of the City, Islington, Olerkenwell, 
and the parks, returning just in time for a six o'clock 
dinner. What anecdotes he used to pour out about 
every street, and square, and court, and alley I There 
are many places I never pass without the tender grace of 
a day that is dead coming back to me. Then, after din- 
ner, he always walked up and down the drawing-room 
between us, chatting till tea-time. Our noisy mirth, his 
wretched puns, so many a minute, so many an hour I 
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Then we sang, none of ns having any voices, and he, if 
possihle, least of all; hut still the old nursery songs 
were set to music and chanted. My father, sitting at 
his own table, used to look up occasionally, and push 
back his spectacles, and, I dare say, wonder in his heart 
how we could so waste our time. After tea the book 
then in reading was produced. Your uncle very seldom 
read aloud himself of an evening, but walked about lis- 
tening, and commenting, and drinking water. 

" The Sundays were in some respects trying days to 
him. My father's habit was to read a long sermon to us 
all in the afternoon, and again after evening service an- 
other long sermon was read at prayer-time to the ser- 
vants. Our doors were open to sons of relations or 
friends; and cousins who were medical students, <»r 
clerks in merchants' houses, came in regularly to par- 
take of our Sunday dinner and sermons. Sunday walk- 
ing, for walking's sake, was never allowed, and even 
going' to a distant church was discouraged. . . . Your 
uncle generally went to church with us in the morning, 
and latterly formed the habit of walking out of town, 
alone or with a friend, in the after-part of the day. I 
never heard that my father took any notice of this, and, 
indeed, in the interior of his own family, he never at- 
tempted in the smallest degree to check his son in his 
mode of life or in the expression of his opinions. 

" I believe that breakfast was the pleasantest part of 
the day to my father. His spirits were then at their 
best, and he was most disposed to general conversation. 
He delighted in discussing the newspaper with his son, 
and lingered over the table long after the meal was fin- 
ished. On this account he felt it extremely when, in 
the year 1829, your uncle went to live in chambers, and 
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often said to my mother that the ohange had taken the 
brightness out of his day. Truly he was, to old and young 
alike, the sunshine of our home ; and I believe that no 
one who did not know him there ever knew him in his 
most brilliant, witty, and fertile vein." 

Taking up the thread of the story here, Mr. 
Trevelyan adds : 

" The fun that went on in Great Ormond Street was 
of a jovial, and sometimes uproarious, description. Even 
when the family was by itself the school-room and the 
drawing-room were full of young people; and friends 
and cousins flocked in numbers to a resort where so 
much merriment was perpetually on foot. There were 
seasons during the school-holidays when the house over- 
flowed with noise and frolic from morning to night ; and 
Macaulay, who at any period of his life could literally 
spend whole days in playing with children, was master 
of the innocent revels. Games of hide-and-seek, that 
lasted for hours, with shouting, and the blowing of horns 
up and down the stairs and through every room, were 
varied by ballads, which, like the scalds of old, he com- 
posed during the act of recitation, while the others strack 
in with the chorus. He had no notion whatever of mu- 
sic, but an infallible ear for rhythm. His knack of im- 
provisation he at all times exercised jfreely. The verses 
which he thus produced, and which he invariably at- 
tributed to an anonymous author whom he styled ^the 
Judicious Poet,' were exclusively for home consump- 
tion. Some of these eflusions illustrate a sentiment in 
his disposition which was among the most decided, 
and the most frequently and loudly expressed. Macaulay 
was only too easily bored, and those whom he consid- 
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ered fools he by no means suffered gladly. He once 
amased his sisters by poaring oat whole Iliads of extem- 
pore doggerel upon the head of an unfortunate country 
squire of their acquaintance who had a habit of detaining 
people by tlie button, and who was especially addicted 
to the society of the higher order of clergy. 

* His Grace Archbishop Manners Sutton 
Could not keep on a single button. 
As for Right Reverend John of Chester, 
His waistcoats open at the breast are. 
Our friend has filled a mighty trunk 
With trophies torn from Doctor Monk, 
And he has really tattered foully 
The vestments of Archbishop Howley. 
No button could I late discern on 
The garments of Archbishop Vernon, 
And never had his fingers mercy 
Upon the garb of Bishop Percy. 
The buttons fly from Bishop Ryder 
Like corks that spring from bottled dder,* 

and so on throughout the entire bench, until, after a 
good half-hour of hearty and spontaneous nonsense, the 
girls would go laughing back to their Italian and their 
drawing-boards. 

*^ He did not play upon words as a habit, nor did he 
interlard his talk with far-fetched or overstrained witti- 
cisms. His humor, like his rhetoric, was full of force 
and substance, and arose naturally from the complexion 
of the conversation or the circumstance of the moment. 
But when alone with his sisters, and, in after years, with 
his nieces, he was fond of setting himself deliberately to 
manufacture conceits resembling tliose on the heroes of 
the Trojan war which have been thought worthy of pub- 
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lication in the collected works of Swift. When walking 
in London he would undertake to give some droll turn 
to the name of every shop-keeper in the street, and, when 
traveling, to the name of every station along the line. 
At home he would run through the countries of Europe, 
the States of the Union, the chief cities of our Indian 
Empire, the provinces of France, the prime ministers of 
England, or the chief writers and artists of any given 
century; striking off puns, admirahle, endurable, and 
execrable, but all irresistibly laughable, which followed 
each other in showers like sparks from flint. Capping 
verses was a game of which he never tired. ^ In the 
spring of 1829,' says his cousin, Mrs. Oonybeare, ' we 
were staying in Ormond Street. My chief recollection 
of your uncle during that visit is on the evenings when 
we capped verses. All the family were quick at it, but 
his astounding memory made him superemineut. When 
the time came for him to be off to bed at his chambers, 
he would rush out of the room after uttering some long* 
sought line, and would be pursued to the top of the stairs 
by one of the others who had contrived to recall a verse 
which served the purpose, in order that he might not 
leave the hoase victorious; but he, with the hall-door 
open in his hand, would shriek back a crowning effort, 
and go off triumphant.' " 
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n. 

THE EDINBUKGH REVIEW ESSAYS. 

Though they were the first of his writings 
which attracted much attention, the essays in the 
" Edinburgh Keview*' were not actually the ear- 
liest of Macaulay's published works. Besides the 
juvenile performances already alluded to, he served 
quite an apprenticeship as a magazine-writer be- 
fore he became connected with the "Eeview," so 
that his article on Milton, surprisingly brilliant 
though it be, is less phenomenal than has usually 
been represented. 

So far as is known, the first achievement of 
Macaulay that attained the dignity of print was 
the index to the thirteenth volume of the " Chris- 
tian Observer," of which his father was editor. 
This was compiled during his Christmas holidays 
of 1814 ; and about the same period he addressed 
an anonymous letter to his father as editor of the 
" Christian Observer," defending works of fiction 
and eulogizing Fielding and Smollett. This letter 
Mr. Macaulay incautiously inserted in his periodi- 
cal, and " brought down upon himself the most 
violent objurgations from scandalized contribu- 
tors, one of whom informed the public that he 
had committed the obnoxious number to tho 
flames, and should thenceforward cease to take 
the magazine. The editor replied with becoming 
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spirit, although by that time he was aware that 
the communication, the insertion of which in an 
unguarded moment had betrayed him into a con- 
troversy for which he had so little heart, had 
proceeded from the pen of his son." 

It was during the last year of his stay at the 
university, however, that he did his first real 
literary work. In 1823 Mr. Charles Knight es- 
tablished his " Quarterly Magazine," relying for 
support mainly upon the brilliant group of under- 
graduates and bachelors(.of arts then assembled at 
Cambridge — Macaulay, Praed, Moultrie, Derwent 
Coleridge, and Edmond Beales. For this maga- 
zine, Macaulay wrote extensively throughout the 
whole period of its existence, until in 1824 the 
undertaking collapsed on account of a misun- 
derstanding between publisher and contributors. 
His work for it was more varied in scope than 
any he ever afterward undertook, comprising 
love-poems, ballads, essays, criticisms, dialogues, 
and political disquisitions. 

These earlier writings, it must be confessed, 
contain but slight promise of the achievements 
which were so soon to follow them. There are 
some germs, it is true, of that animation, viva- 
city, and vigor of style which so distinguished the 
later writings, and the writer is as dogmatic in his 
opinions and as confident and emphatic in their 
utterance as he ever subsequently became ; but 
there is no remarkable critical acumen displayed, 
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and none of that intellectual opulence and inex- 
haustible fertility of illustration which distin- 
guished the Edinburgh essays from the very first. 
With all their vigor and versatility they do not 
escape a certain jejune and sophomorish tone, 
which would alone be quite sufficient to indicate 
the youthf ulness and inexperience of the writer ; 
and, though he began thus early to heap scorn 
upon the editorial "we," he had already learned 
to parade the " I " with a frequency and assurance 
that have seldom been equaled. 

Much the best of these earlier pieces is the 
" Conversation between Mr. Abraham Cowley and 
Mr. John Milton touching the Great Civil War," 
which purports to be " set down by a Gentleman 
of the Middle Temple " ; and of this Macaulay 
is reported to have spoken many years after its 
publication as that one of his works which he re- 
membered with most satisfaction. It is in sub- 
stance a vigorous vindication of the character of 
Oliver Cromwell and of the Puritan Eebellion; 
but, though the style is luminous and weighty, 
the two speakers are too obviously the same per- 
son to maintain any illusion or vraisemblance. 
Perhaps it is worthy of mention that the materi- 
als of the " Conversation " and of the article on 
Dante were subsequently worked up in the essay 
on Milton. Another of these pieces — "A Pro- 
phetic Account of a Grand National Epic Poem, 
to be called ^ The Wellingtoniad ' and to be pub- 
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liehed A. d. 2824" — is noteworthy as something 
quite different from Macaulay's nsual tone and 
manner. It is a bit of pungent but good-natured 
satire upon the supernatural and mythological 
machinery adopted by the great epic poets, and 
secures its effects by a droll combination of the 
mythology of Homer with the historic perform- 
ances of Napoleon and Wellington and the events 
of " The Hundred Days." To this period belong 
two of his most stirring war-lyrics, " The Battle 
of Naseby " and the " Battle of Moncontour." 

But all this work was strictly preliminary, and 
deriyes its chief interest from the fact that it led 
to the connection with the " Edinburgh Eeview." 
That periodical was then at the height of its fame 
and influence, but its editor, Jeffrey, had already 
begun to perceive that an accession of new talent 
was necessary. In a letter to a friend in London, 
written in January, 1825, he says : *' Can you not 
lay your hands on some clever young man who 
would write for us ? The original supporters of 
the work are getting old, and either too busy or 
too stupid, and here the young men are most- 
ly Tories." Now, Macaulay's contributions to 
Knight's magazine had been "quite sufficient to di- 
rect attention to him as " a clever young man," 
and in the August number of the " Review " of that 
same year (1825) his essay on Milton appeared. 

It would be superfluous at this late day to at- 
tempt anything in the way of either criticism or 
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commendation of the article on Milton. To Ma- 
caulay himself by 1843 it appeared "gaudy and 
ungraceful," as we find in the Preface to his col- 
lected " Essays " ; and he adds that it contains 
"scarcely a paragraph such as his matured judg- 
ment approves." Indeed, it can not be denied 
that, with all its ability of various kinds, the arti- 
cle has a certain air of juvenility about it. Nev- 
ertheless, it afforded unmistakable and conclusive 
proof that a new power in literature had revealed 
himself, who had something to say and who had 
the ability to command attention whenever he 
chose to speak. Whatever its defects, it was 
certainly a very wonderful performance for a 
young man of twenty-five, and it is perfectly easy 
to understand why it made such an impres- 
sion. 

That impression was such that, like Byron, 
Macaulay may be said to have awoke one morning 
and found himself famous. The "Eeview" sold 
like wildfire ; Milton superseded for the moment 
all other topics of conversation ; and compliments, 
pmises, and offers of employment, came upon the 
author in shoals. Then, too, began that great 
social success which was as remarkable and com- 
plete in its way as that which Macaulay achieved 
as a writer. " The family breakfast-table in 
Bloomsbury," says Mr^ Trevelyan, " was covered 
with cards of invitation to dinner from every 
quarter of London, and his father groaned in 
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spirit over the conviction that thenceforward the 
law would be less to him than ever." 

As has been well said, the publication of the 
essay on Milton "inaugurated the golden age of 
the ^ Edinburgh Eeview/ " and the connection 
then formed lasted without interruption until late 
in Macaulay's life. Indeed, from 1825 until he 
began his great historical work, everything that 
Macaulay wrote for publication appeared in the 
" Eeview," with the exception of the "Lays of 
Ancient Rome."* Three or four years after the 
connection began, on the retirement of Jeffrey, 
the editorship of the " Review " was offered to him, 
and he agreed to accept provided its headquarters 
were removed to London. Jeffrey seems to have 
been inclined to agree to the plan, but the vehe- 
ment opposition of Brougham, who disliked Ma- 
caulay from the first, defeated it. 

Though he failed to become its editor, how- 
ever, the support of Macaulay became more and 
more important to the "Review "as time went 
on, until at length, as Sir James Stephen humor- 
ously said, the public "growled like so many 
hungry bears if denied the regular return of the 
Macaulay diet." Writing to his sister in 1833, 
Macaulay himself says : 

* In 1831, Macaulay undertook to prepare for Lardner*8 
** Cabinet GyclopaBdia " a volume on " The Iliatory of France, 
from the Restoration of the Bourbons to the Accession of 
I^gijip pyiippe " ^ but no part of it was ever published. 
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" I have some gossip for you about the * Edinburgh 
Review.' Napier [the editor] is in London, and has called 
on me several times. He has been with the publishers, 
who teli him that the sale is falling off ; and in many 
private parties, where he hears sad complaints. The 
universal cry is that the long dull articles are the ruin of 
the * Review.' As to myself, he assures me that my 
articles are the only things which keep the work up at 
all. Longman and his partners correspond with about 
£ve hundred book-sellers in different parts of the king- 
dom. All these book-sellers, I find, tell them that the 
* Review ' sells, or does not sell, according as there are, 
or are not, articles by Mr. Macaulay. So, you see, I, like 
Mr. Darcy [the principal male figure in * Pride and Pre- 
judice ' ], shall not care how proud I am. At all events, 
I can not but be pleased to learn that, if I should be 
forced to depend on my pen for subsistence, I can com- 
mand what price I choose." 

For some years he contributed to almost every 
number, and once or twice had two articles in a 
single number. During his absence in India 
(1834 to 1838) he wrote more sparingly, and soon 
after his return from India he became so absorbed 
in his " History " that no leisure was left for any 
other kind of literary work. Out of friendship to 
the editor, however, he never formally withdrew 
from the connection ; but in 1845 the mere unau- 
thorized rumor that he had ceased to write for the 
" Review " inflicted what thd publishers called '^ a 
staggering blow." 

The article on Machiavelli, which follows that 
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on Milton in the collected essays, appeared in 
1827, and, though not among the best of the series, 
affords a good example of Macaulay's method— of 
the inexhaustible variety and fullness of his knowl- 
edge, of his skill in introducing, without the least 
appearance of lugging it in for effect, all man- 
ner of curious and interesting lore. For instauce, 
the article on Machiavelli, besides giving an in- 
comparably luminous and suggestive analysis of his 
character and writings, contains a most brilliant 
summary of mediaeval Italian history, a vivid 
picture of the state of literature and society, and 
a most instructive parallel between the respective 
characters of Greeks and Italians. All these ap- 
parently incongruous and irrelevant details are 
woven together with such nicety of art that they 
seem to grow naturally and inevitably out of the 
subject under discussion, and in fact were so inti- 
mately associated in the author's mind that he 
could not write unrestrainedly of one without 
bringing in the others. So of the article on Dry- 
den. Full as it is of knowledge and of a certain 
robust common sense, it is chiefly remarkable for 
the opening pages, in which an attempt is made to 
analyze the difference between the creative facul- 
ty in literature and the critical faculty. The 
very words of this highly abstract subject suggest 
the arid jungles of metaphysics ; and it is emi- 
nently characteristic of Macaulay that he makes 
his exposition so clear that a child can understand 



48 LORD MACAULAY. 

it without effort, and so interesting that a child 
would read it with pleasure. 

All the essays, without exception, are remark- 
able for copiousness and range of knowledge, 
splendor and pungency of style, and fertility and 
appositeness of illustration ; but there are two in 
which the quality we have called pungency may be 
said to predominate. The article on "Eobert 
Montgomery's Poems" is perhaps the best, and 
certainly the most famous, example of the old cut- 
and-slash style of criticism which was so common 
a generation ago, and which is so rare now ; and 
it is interesting to learn from Macaulay himself 
the origin and object of the review. In a letter 
to Mr. Macvey Napier,* dated York, March 22, 
1830, he writes : 

" My Deab Sib : I was in some donbt as to what I 
shoald be able to do for Number 101, and I deferred 
writing till I conld make up my mind. If my friend 
Ellis's article on * Greek History,' of which I have 
formed high expectations, could have been ready, I 
should have taken a holiday. But, as there is no chance 
of that for the next number, I ought, I think, to consider 
myself as his bail, and to surrender myself to your dis- 
posal in his stead. 

* Many interesting details, both in this and in other parts 
of the work, are drawn from the recently published " Selection 
from the Correspondence of the late Macvey Napier, Esq.'* 
Mr. Napier was editor of the " Edinburgh Review " from 1829 
to 1847, and his correspondence is a mine of information re- 
garding the literary history of that period. 
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" I have been thinking of a subject, light and trifling 
enough, but perhaps not the worse for our purpose on 
that account. We seldom want a sufficient quantity of 
heavy matter. There is a wretched poetaster of the 
name of Robert Montgomery who has written some 
volumes of detestable verses on religious subjects, which 
by mere puffing in magazines and newspapers have had 
an immense sale, and some of which are now in their 
tenth or twelfth edition. I have for some time past 
thought that the trick of puffing, as it is now practiced 
both by authors and publishers, is likely to degrade the 
literary character and to deprave the public taste in a 
frightful degree. I really think that we ought to try 
what effect satire will have upon this nuisance, and I 
doubt whether we can ever find a better opportunity. 

" Yours, very faithfully, 

"T. B. Maoaulay." 

The article appeared in the number for July, 
1830, and completely accomplished its purpose of 
crushing Montgomery, besides making its author 
the most dreaded critic of his time. In his diary, 
under date of March 21, 1850 — ^the "Essays'' 
having then appeared in collected form, with this 
one among them — Macaulay makes the following 
significant entry : 

" I have been plagued to know what to do about a let- 
ter from that poor creature, Robert Montgomery. He 
has written to me begging, in fact, that I will let him out 
of the pillory. I wrote, and re- wrote my answer. It 
was very difficult to hit the exact point — to refuse all 
concession without offering any new offense, and, with- 
4 
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ont any fresb asperity, to defend the asperity of my ar- 
ticle." 

The article on Croker's edition of " BoswelPs 
Life of Johnson," which appeared in 1831, was 
less exclusively personal, but the criticism on 
Croker made up in ferocity for what it lacked in 
length. It is to be feared, indeed, that — what 
was seldom the case in Macaulay^s writings — ^the 
tone of the criticism was inspired by personal ani- 
mosity. In Parliament as well as in the periodi- 
cal literature of the day Macaulay found Croker 
a not very civil or scrupulous antagonist ; and a 
collision between the two was one of Macaulay's 
very first experiences in debate. Writing to Na- 
pier in November, 1830, he says : " You will see 
that I gave Croker a dressing the other night in 
Brougham's defense. I was in no good humor 

with B . But the insufferable impertinence 

and poltroonery of Croker exasperated me beyond 
all patience." The numerous references to Croker 
in his correspondence with his sisters are all in 
the same spirit ; and, while engaged in preparing 
his review, he writes to his sister Hannah, apropos 
of some thrust which Croker had made at him in 
the House of Commons : " See whether I do not 
dust that varlet's jacket for him in the next num- 
ber of the ^ Blue and Yellow.' I detest him more 
than cold boiled veal.'* Whatever the motive, 
however, there could be no doubt as to the force 
and efficacy of the criticism. Croker's preten- 
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sions as a scholar were rendered ridiculous in- 
stantly and permanently ; and^ thongh he issned 
a pamphlet in defense^ it was so feeble that 
Macaulay disdained to dignify it with a refuta- 
tion. " On the whole," he says in a letter to Mr. 
Napier, " I thought it best not to answer Croker. 
Almost all the little pamphlet which he published 
(or rather printed, f of I believe it is not for sale), 
is made up of extracts from ^ Blackwood * : and 
I thought that a contest with your grog-drinking, 
cock-fighting, cudgel-playing professor of moral 
philosophy" [Professor Wilspn, better known as 
" Christopher North "] " would be too degrading. 
I could have demolished every paragraph of the 
defense. Croker defended his dv7\Tol tpt^oi* by 
quoting a passage of Euripides which, as every 
scholar knows, is corrupt ; which is nonsense and 
false metre if read as he reads it; and which 
Markland and MatthiaB have set right by a most 
obvious correction. But, as nobody seems to 
have read his vindication, we can gain nothing by 
refuting it." 

* ** Mr. Croker has favored us with some Greek of his own. 
'At the altar/ says Dr. Johnson, *I recommended my 6 0.* 
* These letters/ says the editor (which Dr. Strahan seems not 
to have ^ understood), * probably mean dvtjTol ^i2ai, departed 
friends,^ Johnson was not a first-rate Greek scholar ; but he 
knew more Greek than most boys when they leave school ; and 
no school-boy could venture to use the word dvffrol in the sense 
which Mr. Croker ascribes to it without imminent danger of a 
flogging." — Macavlay's Beview of Croker'8 BosweU, 
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The article on " Barere," published in 1§44, 
might seem entitled to be classified as "pungent/* 
but, in truth, it is simply unmixed and indiscrim- 
inate denunciation, not to say abuse. Macaulay 
himself whimsically says of it in a letter to Na- 
pier : " I am glEfcd that you like my article. It 
does not please me now by any means as much as 
it did while I was writing it. It is shade unre- 
lieved by a gleam of light. This is the fault of 
the subject rather than of the painter; but it 
takes away from the effect of the portrait. And 
thus, to the many reasons which all honest men 
have for hating Bar^re, I may add a reason per- 
sonal to myself — that the excess of his rascality 
has spoiled my paper on him." 

Of all the essays contributed by Macaulay to 
the "Edinburgh Review," that on Bacon made 
the most profound impression at the time of its 
appearance, and has attracted the greatest share 
of attention since. Written during the compara- 
tive leisure of his stay in India, and filling one 
hundred and four pages of the "Review," it was 
the first of his writings that did something like 
justice to all his powers, and vindicated the high 
expectations based on his earlier performances. 
In his letter to Napier accompanying the manu- 
script he says : *^I never bestowed so much care 
on anything I have written. There is not a sen- 
tence in the latter half of the article which has 
not been repeatedly re-cast. I have no expectar 
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tion that the popularity of the article will bear 
any proportion to the trouble which I have ex- 
pended on it. But the trouble has been so great 
a pleasure to me that I have already been greatly 
overpaid." How the public welcomed it may be 
inferred from the enthusiasm which it aroused in 
an old veteran like Jeffrey, who had been con- 
sulted by Napier as to the propriety of reducing 
its unheard-of length. " What mortal," Jeffrey 
writes, " could ever dream of cutting out the least 
particle of this precious work, to make it fit bet- 
ter into your ^ Eeview ^ ? It would be worse than 
paring down the Pitt diamond to fit the old set- 
ting of a dowager's ring. It is altogether magnifi- 
cent — etprope divinum. Since Bacon himself, I 
do not know that there has been anything so fine. 
I have read it, not only with delight, but with 
emotion — with throbbings of the heart, and tears 
in the eye. The first five or six pages are in a 
lower tone, but stiU magnificent, and not to be 
defrauded of a word." 

Neither then nor since, however, has the ad- 
miration aroused by the essay been unalloyed with 
criticism. Immediately upon its appearance, as 
Mr. Napier's recently published correspondence 
shows, the other leading contributors to the 
^' Eeview " opened a rattling fusillade against it. 
Brougham concedes it to be " very striking, and 
no doubt the work of an extremely clever man," 
but he thinks its style redundant and exuberant. 
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and declares that "greater blunder never was 
made than the one Macaulay has made on the In- 
ductive Philosophy. " "He is quite ignorant of the 
subject. He may garnish his pages as he pleases 
with references : it only shows he has read Bacon 
for the flowers and not the fruit, and this is in- 
deed the fact. He has no science at all, and can 
not reason." Sir David Brewster considers the 
article " splendid," but thinks the Eeviewer has 
taken "an extreme view of Bacon's conduct." 
Sir James Stephen regards the paper as "the 
most considerable performance of its kind which 
has appeared in my day," and thinks that it 
would have conferred a lasting place in literature 
on Macaulay had he written nothing else ; but 
he, too, finds fault, and thinks Macaulay's idea of 
Bacon, or rather of the Baconian system, is " too 
sensuous." Even Bulwer puts in his demurrer, 
and thinks that Macaulay blackens Bacon's char- 
acter, while his account of Bacon's philosophy is 
" merely brilliant declamation." Without excep- 
tion, too, all Macaulay's later critics, including 
Gladstone, have fixed upon the Bacon essay as 
that one of his writings against which the most 
effective objections could be brought. The con- 
troversy is one which does not properly fall within 
the province of the literary biographer ; but it 
should be said in justice that that essay has car- 
ried a knowledge of Bacon, and at least some faint 
notion of Bacon's philosophy, into households 



THE EDINBURGH REVIEW ESSAYS. 65 

where without it Bacon would not have been even 
the "shadow of a name " ; that it has had thou- 
sands of readers where any refutation of it has 
succeeded in finding ten ; and that few can have 
read it without feeling something of Jeffrey's gen- 
erous emotion. 

Judged by the test of popularity, the most at- 
tractive of Macaulay's essays are the two known 
as the "India Essays" — the one on Clive, and the 
still more brilliant one on Warren Hastings. No 
previous (and, it might be said with almost equal 
truth, no later) writer has succeeded in overcom- 
ing the general public distaste for East Indian 
themes ; and it would have been surprising if 
these two studies, brilliant as they are, had aroused 
even half the interest felt in those in which Ma- 
caulay portrayed the characters and narrated the 
lives of the most famous of his own countrymen. 
Not only have they done this, however, but the 
statistics of sale show that to this day they are 
incomparably the most popular of Macaulay's 
works: Says Mr. Trevelyan ; " When published 
in a separate form, the articles on Lord Clive and 
Warren Hastings have sold nearly twice as well as 
the articles on Lord Chatham, nearly thrice as 
weU as the article on Addison, and nearly five 
times as well as the article on Byron. The great 
Sepoy mutiny, while it something more than 
doubled the sale of the essay on Warren Hastings, 
all but trebled the sale of the essay on Lord Clive ; 
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but, taking the last twenty years together, there 
has been little to choose between the pair. The 
steadiness and permanence of the favor with which 
they are regarded may be estimated by the fact 
that, during the five years between 1870 and 1874, 
as compared with the five years between 1865 and 
1869, the demand for them has been in the pro- 
portion of seven to three ; and, as compared with 
the five years between 1860 and 1864, in the pro- 
portion of three to one." 

The last essay contributed by Macaulay to the 
*^ Edinburgh Review " was that entitled " Early 
Administrations of George the Third — The Earl 
of Chatham." It appeared in the number for 
October, 1844, and was but the fragment of a 
scheme which in its original form was intended 
to be a review of the life and writings of Edmund 
Burke. It was found impossible to deal with 
Burke's career in a single paper, and, after several 
modifications of plan, the essay took its present 
shape. The cause of Macaulay's ceasing to con- 
tribute to the *^ Review " was simply that he had 
now become so absorbed in the preparation of his 
" History" that no time was left for other literary 
work. 

Long before he had ceased to write his essays, 
however, the question of publishing them in book 
form had come up. In a letter to Napier dated 
April 25, 1842, he says : 
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^* By the way, a word on a subject wbioh I sboald be 
much obliged to yoa to consider and advise me npon. I 
find that the American publishers have thought it worth 
while to put forth two, if not three, editions of my re- 
views ; and I receive letters from them saying that the 
sale is considerable. I have heard that several people 
here have ordered them from America. Others have 
cut them out of old numbers of the ^Edinburgh Re- 
view,' and have bound them up in volumes. Now, I 
know that these pieces are full of faults, and that their 
popularity has been very far beyond their merit ; but, if 
they are to be republished, it would be better that they 
should be republished under the eye of the author and 
with his corrections, than that they should retain all the 
blemishes inseparable from hasty writing and hasty 
printing. Longman proposed something of the kind to 
me three years ago, but at that time the American pub- 
lication had not taken place, which makes a great differ- 
ence, Give me your counsel on the subject." 

Napier's counsel appears to have been favora- 
ble to the scheme^ but Macaulay still hesitated. 
On June 24th, he writes : 

" I have thought a good deal about republishing my 
articles, and have made up my mind not to do so. It is 
rather provoking, to be sure, to learn that a third edition 
is coming out in America, and to meet constantly with 
smuggled copies. It is stUl more provoking to see trash, 
of which I am perfectly guiltless, inserted among my 
writings. But, on the whole, I think it best that things 
should remain as they are. The public judges, and ought 
to judge, indulgently of periodical works. They are not 
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expected to be highly finished. Tlieir nataral life is only 
six weeks. Sometimes their writer is at a distance from 
the books to which he wants to refer. Sometimes he is 
forced to hurry through his task in order to catch the 
post. He may blunder ; he may contradict himself ; he 
may break off in the middle of a story ; he may give an 
immoderate extension to one part of his subject, and 
dismiss an equally important part in a few words. All 
this is readily forgiven if there be a certain spirit and 
vivacity in his style. But, as soon as he republishes, he 
challenges a comparison with all the most symmetrical 
and polished of human compositions. A painter who 
has a picture in the exhibition of the Royal Academy 
would act very unwisely if he took it down and carried 
it over to the National Gallery. Where it now hangs, 
surrounded by a crowd of daubs which are only once 
seen and then forgotten, it may pass for a fine piece. He 
is a fool if he places it side by side with the masterpieces 
of Titian and Claude. My reviews are generally thought 
to be better written, and they certainly live longer, than 
the reviews of most other people ; and this ought to 
content me. The moment I come forward to demand a 
higher rank, I must expect to be judged by a higher 
standard. . . . What the Yankees may do I can not 
help ; but I will not found my pretensions to the rank 
of a classic on my reviews. I will remain, according to 
the excellent precept in the Gospel, at the lower end of 
tiie table, where I am constantly accosted with ' Friend, 
go up higher,' and not push my way to the top at the 
risk of being compelled with shame to take the lowest 
room. If I live twelve or fifteen years, I may perhaps 
produce something which I may not be afraid to exhibit 
side by side with the performance of the old masters.^' 
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But the matter thus decided refused to remain 
settled, and on December 3d of the same year he 
writes : 

^^ Longman has earnestly pressed me to consent to the 
republication of some of my reviews. The plan is one 
of which, as yon know, I had thought, and which, on fall 
consideration, I had rejected. Bat there are new cir- 
cumstances in the case. The American edition is coming 
over by wholesale. To keep out the American copies by 
legal measures, and yet to refuse to publish an edition 
here, would be an odious course, and in the very spirit 
of the dog in the manger. I am therefore strongly in- 
clined to accede to Longman's proposition. And, if the 
thing is to be done, the sooner the better." 

On December 12th he writes announcing the 
arrangement with Longman, and adds : 

" I should not have consented to the republication if I 
were not convinced that the question is now merely this 
— whether Longman and I, or Carey and Hart of Phila- 
delphia, shall have the supplying of the English market 
with these papers. The American copies were coming 
over by scores, and measures were in progress for bring- 
ing them over by hundreds." 

Even after the Essays had been published and 
success assured, he was still reluctant and uncon- 
vinced. Under date of April 19, 1843, he writes 
to Napier : 

" My collected reviews have succeeded well. Longman 
tells me that he must set about a second edition. In 
spite, however, of the applause and of the profit, neither 
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of which I despise, I am sorrj that it had hecome neces- 
sary to republish these papers. There are few of them 
which I read with satisfaction. Those few, however, 
are generally the latest, and this is a consolatory circum- 
stance. The most hostile critic must admit, I think, tbat 
I have improved greatly as a writer. The third volume 
seems to me worth two of the second, and the second 
worth ten of the first." 

Eelnctantly, and even timorously, as the book 
was put forth, the public extended, it a most cor- 
dial welcome, and from the day of its issue until 
now the popularity of the Essays has steadily in- 
creased. On this point Mr. Trevelyan presents 
some striking statistics. " Upward of a hundred 
and twenty thousand copies," he says, "have been 
sold in the United Kingdom alone by a single 
publisher. Considerably over a hundred and 
thirty thousand copies of separate essays have 
been printed in the series known by the name of 
* The Traveler's Library.' And it is no passing, 
or even waning, popularity which these figures 
represent. Between the years 1843 and 1853 the 
yearly sales by Messrs. Longman of the collected 
editions averaged twelve hundred and thirty 
copies ; between 1853 and 1864 they rose to an ; 
average of four thousand seven hundred ; and 
since 1864 more than six thousand copies have, 
one year with another, been disposed of annually. 
The publishers of the United States are still pour- 
ing forth reprints by many thousands at a time ; 
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and in British India, and on the Continent of 
Europe, these productions, which their author 
classed as ephemeral, are so greedily read and so 
constantly reproduced, that, taking the world as 
a whole, there is probably never a moment when 
they are out of the hands of the compositor. The 
market for them in their native country is so 
steady, and apparently so inexhaustible, that it 
perceptibly falls and rises with the general pros- 
perity of the nation ; and it is hardly too much 
to assert that the demand for Macaulay varies 
with the demand for coal." 

Pausing now for a word or two as to the qual- 
ity and distinguishing characteristics of the "Es- 
says," the first point to be remarked is, that it is 
quite evident that Macaulay's slighting opinion 
of them was perfectly sincere. The plan of pass- 
ing even the most serious works through the pages 
of a periodical has become so common that such 
modesty would now imply the emptiest affecta- 
tion ; but nothing can be more certain than that 
the earlier Edinburgh reviewers regarded their 
productions as purely ephemeral in character. 
And Macaulay would have been the last to assume 
that his own contributions differed radically from 
the rest. One has only to read his correspondence 
with the editor of the " Eeview " * to be convinced 
that his estimation of them never wavered — was 
not even modified by their great and continually 

* See note to page 48. 
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increasing popularity when published in book 
form. Here is a specimen of the manner in which 
he habitually referred to them : 

" There were, by the by, in my last article a few omis- 
sions made, of no great consequence in themselves ; the 
longest, 1 think, a paragraph of twelve or fourteen lines. 
I should scarcely have thought this worth mentioning, as 
it certainly by no means exceeds the limits of that edito- 
rial prerogative which I most willingly recognize, but 
that the omissions seemed to me, and to one or two per- 
sons who had seen the article in its original state, to be 
made on a principle which, however sound in itself, does 
not, I think, apply to compositions of this description. 
The passages omitted were the most pointed and orna- 
mented sentences in the review. Now, for high and 
grave works, a history, for example, or a system of po- 
litical or moral philosophy. Dr. Johnson's rule — tliat 
>3very sentence which the writer thinks fine ought to be 
cut out — is excellent. But periodical works like ours, 
which, unless they strike at the first reading are not 
likely to strike at all, whose whole life is a month or 
two, may, I think, be allowed to be sometimes even 
viciously florid. Probably, in estimating the real value 
of any tinsel which I may put upon my articles, you and 
I should not materially differ. But it is not by his own 
taste, but by the taste of the fish, that the angler is de- 
termined in his choice of bait.'^ 

This point is of some importance, because 
much of the criticism upon Macaulay has been 
based upon the assumption that his own estimate 
of the Essays coincided with that of the public. 
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They have been scrutinized as closely as if the 
author had demanded for each opinion and phrase 
that it should be regarded as an integral part of a 
great classical composition ; whereas nothing can 
be afl&rmed more confidently than that the Essays 
have never been treated so disparagingly as by 
Macaulay himself. 

It is curious, indeed, that he should have been 
80 unconscious of the essential and vital feature 
in which his reviews differed from all others of 
their class. When Jeffrey's collection appeared, 
about the same time as his own, he writes to Na- 
pier : " I think that there are few things in the 
four volumes which one or two other men could 
not have done as well ; but I do not think that 
any one man, except Jeffrey, nay that any three 
men, could have produced such diversified excel- 
lence. When I compare him with Sydney [Smith] 
and myself, I feel, with humility perfectly sincere, 
that his range is immeasurably wider than ours.'' 
Yet Jeffrey has scarcely found ten readers where 
Macaulay has found a thousand, and no critic 
now concedes him more than a certain cleverness 
and workmanlike facility. 

What, then, is the characteristic that distin- 
guishes Macaulay's essays from those of which Jef- 
frey's are a favorable specimen ? Leaving style out 
of consideration for a moment, it is this : While 
most other reviewers were content to limit them- 
Bblves strictly to the subject in hand, and in fact 
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drew the larger part of their information from the 
book under notice, Macaulay used the book which 
he was ostensibly reviewing merely as a pretext for 
producing the rich stores of a mind trained by years 
of previous study and overflowing with pertinent 
details. In general, a cursory paragraph or two 
is all that he cared to bestow upon the volumes 
which furnished him with a text, and the rest of 
his essay comes from the opulent accumulations 
of a literary appetite which was never satiated and 
of a memory from which the most trifling item 
was never lost. Amplitude of knowledge, in fact, 
is — aside from the style — ^the great characteris- 
tic feature of Macaulay's Essays ; and the reader 
who takes them up for the dozenth time, it may be, 
is amazed anew at the width, the range, and the 
variety of the information. Nor less remarkable 
is the ease with which that information is pro- 
duced and handled. Opulent, lavish as he is, 
Macaulay always gives the impression, which was 
undoubtedly true, that he is keeping back far 
more than he is trying to utilize. The flood 
poured out is simply the overflow of a fount which 
still remains full ; and the effort to restrain and 
guide it is quite evidently the only effort of 
which Macaulay was conscious. 

As to the style— so rich, so splendid, and so 
brilliant, as almost to disguise the firm texture of 
the fabric to which it serves as embroidery — one 
is tempted to confess with Jeffrey when he ac- 
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knowledged the receipt of the Milton essay : " The 
more I think, the less I can conceive where you 
picked up that style." 



III. 

IN PAELIAMENT. 

It is worthy of remark that the great advo- 
cate and interpreter of Whig principles was not 
reared in the Whig faith — a fact which is the 
more surprising in view of the old political adage 
that a Whig, unlike a Tory or a Liberal, must be 
born, not made. Though engaged in work of a 
kind which would naturally have affiliated them 
rather with the party of progress than with that 
whose motto was changeless conservatism, Zach- 
ary Macaulay and all his anti-slavery associates 
were zealous and uncompromising Tories. His 
house was much used as a center of consultation 
by members of Parliament who lived in the sub- 
urbs on the Surrey side of London, and the young 
Macaulay's earliest interest in public affairs — and 
his interest was aroused very early — ^was derived 
from politicians who regarded Pitt with a sort of 
idolatry. 

It is probable that his change of views was 
due less to any specific cause than to that " spirit 
of the age " which swept nearly all the ardent and 
5 
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impetuous youth of England into the tide of re- 
action against the repressive policy of the Revolu- 
tionary epoch ; but the change was supposed to 
date from his university career, and was attrib- 
uted to the influence of Charles Austin. Macau- 
lay, indeed, stopped far short of the radicalism 
which Austin eagerly avowed ; but " he left col- 
lege," as his biographer says, "a vehement Whig, 
eager to maintain against all comers and at any 
moment that none but Whig opinions had a leg 
to stand upon." 

Very soon after leaving the university, and 
especially after the failure of his too brief trial of 
the law, political aspirations became uppermost 
in his mind. *^ Public affairs." writes his sister. 
Lady Trevelyan, "were become intensely interest- 
ing to him. Canning's accession to power, then 
his death, the repeal of the Test Act, the emanci- 
pation of the Catholics, all in their turn filled his 
heart and soul. He himself longed to be taking 
his part in Parliament, but with a very hopeless 
longing." The character of his politics seemed 
likely to be fatal to his hopes at a time when, as 
Lord Cockburn tell us, "a youth of Tory family, 
who was discovered to have a leaning toward the 
doctrines of the Opposition, was considered as a 
lost son." 

But there were two or three things in his 
favor. His speech at the meeting of the Anti- 
slavery Society, already referred to, had made a 
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genuine impression, and marked him out as an 
orator and debater of more than ordinary power ; 
and his earlier essays in the *' Edinburgh Review " 
had lifted him to preeminence in another field. 
These, perhaps, constituted but slender claims to 
political patronage ; but they proved sufficient at 
a time when the Whig party, after prolonged ex- 
clusion, had begun to see the prospect of a return 
to power, and appeared likely to need all the tal- 
ent they could command. In 1830, Lord Lans- 
downe, one of the Whig magnates, intimated to 
Macaulay that he had been so much struck by 
his articles on Mill in the "Review" that he 
wished to be the means of first introducing their 
author to public life by proposing to him to 
stand for the vacant seat at Calne, which was in 
Lord Lansdowne's gift. It was expressly added 
by Lord Lansdowne that it was Macaulay's high 
moral and private character which had deter- 
mined him to make the offer, and that he wished 
in no respect to influence his votes, but to leave 
him quite at liberty to act according to his con- 
science. Macaulay gratefully accepted an offer 
so honorably made, presented himself to the elec- 
tors of Calne, and was returned without opposi- 
tion or expense. 

"And so," says Mr. Trevelyan, "on the eve 
of the most momentous conflict that ever was 
fought out by speech and vote within the walls of 
a senate-house, the young recruit went gayly to 
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his post in the ranks of that party whose commg 
fortunes he was prepared loyally to follow, and 
the history of whose past he was destined elo- 
quently, and perhaps imperishably, to record." 

The period when Macaulay entered upon his 
Parliamentary career was as stirring as any in the 
annals of English politics. For more than a 
generation the country had been governed by Pitt 
and his successors on principles which may be re- 
garded as the natural reaction of a law-abiding 
people against the excesses of the French Eevolu- 
tion. All who ventured to express, or had the 
misfortune to be suspected of, Liberal views were 
not only excluded from all posts of dignity or 
emolument in the government, but were put un- 
der a ban which affected them injuriously in their 
social and business relations. "Every speech, 
or sermon, or pamphlet," says Mr. Trevelyan, 
"the substance of which a crown lawyer could 
torture into a semblance of sedition, sent its 
author to the jail, the hulks, or the pillory " ; 
and to attend an open meeting summoned for the 
consideration of Parliamentary Eeform was "a 
service as dangerous as night-poaching and far 
more dangerous than smuggling." 

When the war was over, however, and the 
danger from French propagandism had ceased, 
the attention of the people could no longer be 
diverted from administrative abuses at home ; and 
from 1815 onward the Whigs formed an opposi- 
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tion steadily growing in numbers and influence, 
and which, with a clear majority of the nation at 
its back, wrung concession after concession from 
the party in power. Finally, the reluctant pas- 
sage of the Catholic Emancipation Act, in 1829, 
und^r something like physical compulsion, threw 
the Tory party into confusion ; and when Macau- 
lay entered public life the Whigs were looking 
confidently to an early return to power, and the 
cry for Parliamentary Bef orm had suddenly re- 
vived with a strength it had never before known. 

Macaulay made his maiden speech on the 5th 
of April, 1830, when he addressed the House in 
behalf of a bill for the removal of Jewish disa- 
bilities. The applause which he won was highly 
encouraging, but he was on his legs only once 
again during the session ; " doing more,*' as Mr. 
Trevelyan says, "for future success in Parliament 
by his silence than he could have effected by half 
a dozen brilliant perorations. '^ For "a crisis 
was rapidly approaching when a man gifted with 
eloquence, who by previous self-restraint had con- 
vinced the House that he did not speak for speak- 
ing's sake, might rise almost in a day to the very 
summit of influence and reputation." 

In July Parliament was dissolved on the death 
of George the Fourth, and almost at the same 
moment the revolution broke out which finally 
dismissed the Bourbons from France. Macaulay, 
whose reelection for Calne was secure, set off at 
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the end of August for Paris, journeying by Dieppe 
aaid Rouen, and eagerly enjoying a first taste of 
continental travel. He met the Due de Broglie, 
then prime minister, and the venerable La Fa- 
f ayette ; spent much time in the Chamber of Dep- 
uties ; and watched with intense interest the great 
drama which was being enacted during those 
summer months. The result of his studies and 
observations was the work already referred to, 
"The History of France, from the Restoration 
of the Bourbons to the Accession of Louis Phi- 
lippe," part of which was written, but no portion 
of which has ever been published. 

The new Parliament met on the 26th of Oc- 
tober, and it was at once evident that Reform had 
carried the day. The Wellington Ministry, after 
some hesitation, gracefully accepted the inevitable, 
resigned the offices, and were succeeded by a Whig 
Cabinet pledged to the " amelioration of abuses, 
the promotion of economy, and the endeavor to 
preserve peace consistently with the honor of the 
country." The first step toward the redemption 
of their pledges was the Reform Bill, containing 
a list of one hundred and ten boroughs condemned 
to partial or entire disfranchisement. The Bill 
was introduced into the House on the 1st of 
March, 1831, and on the evening of the 2d Ma- 
caulay made the first of his Reform speeches, at- 
taining a conspicuous and unqualified oratorical 
success. Says Mr. Trevelyan : " When he sat 
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down, the Speaker sent for him, and told him 
that, in all his prolonged experience, he had never 
seen the House in such a state of excitement. 
Even at this distance of time, it is impossible to 
read aloud the last thirty sentences without an 
emotion which suggests to the mind what must 
have been their effect when declaimed by one who 
felt every word that he spoke, in the midst of an 
assembly agitated by hopes and apprehensions 
such as living men have never known or have 
long forgotten. Sir Thomas Denman, who rose 
later on in the discussion, said, with universal 
acceptance, that the orator's words remained tin- 
gling in the ears of all who heard them, and would 
laat in their memories as long as they had mem- 
ories to employ. That sense of proprietorship in 
an effort of genius which the House of Commons 
is ever ready to entertain effaced for a while all 
distinctions of party. Portions of the speech, 
said Sir Robert Peel, ^ were as beautiful as any- 
thing I have ever heard or read. It reminded 
one of the old times.' The names of Fox, Burke, 
and Canning were during that evening in every- 
body's mouth ; and Macaulay overheard with de- 
light a knot of old members illustrating their 
criticisms by recollections of Lord Plunket." 

The impression thus made was confirmed by 
two other speeches which he delivered at different 
stages of the bill's progress. Jeffrey, in an ac- 
count of an evening's discussion on the second 
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reading of the bill, says : "Not a very striking 
debate. There was but one exception, and it was 
a brilliant one. I mean Macaulay, who surpassed 
his former appearance in closeness, fire, and vi- 
gor, and very much improved the effect by a more 
steady and graceful delivery. It was prodigiously 
cheered, as it deserved, and, I think, puts him 
clearly at the head of the great speakers, if not 
the debaters, pi the House.'* A little later, on 
the occasion of the third speech, he writes : "Ma- 
caulay made, I think, the best speech he has yet 
delivered : the most condensed, at least, and with 
the greatest weight of matter. It contained, in- 
deed, the only argument to which any of the 
speakers who followed him applied themselves." 
Lord Cockbum, who sat under the gallery for 
twenty-seven hours during the last three nights 
of the bill, pronounced Macaulay's speech to have 
been "by far the best" ; and Sir James Mackin- 
tosh wrote from the library of the House of Com- 
mons that Macaulay and Stanley (afterward Earl 
of Derby) had made " two of the finest speeches 
ever spoken in Parliament." 

These Eeform speeches are generally regarded 
as among the best that he ever delivered, and will 
furnish as convenient a text as any for what we 
have to say concerning Macaulay's oratory. It 
has been seen how they were esteemed by compe- 
tent judges, writing at the moment, and he sel- 
dom spoke on a subject adapted to call forth his 
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powers without securing similar applause. Nor 
— ^which is a surer test — was there any Parliamen- 
tary orator of his time whose speeches were more 
effective ; that is, exercised a greater influence 
upon the decision of the House on the questions 
under discussion. Yet one has only to read the 
speeches now to see that they are essays in the 
form of speeches ; that they are the product of 
the library rather than of the forum ; that they 
lack the spontaneity, the simplicity, and the rush 
of impassioned feeling which characterize the 
highest order of eloquence. Finer rhetoric was 
probably neyer penned, and the gorgeous pageant- 
ry of illustration reminds one at times of Burke ; 
but there is no repose or relief, and in the best 
passages there is something artificial and declam- 
atory. The opponent was probably not far wrong 
who described him as not so much a debater as 
an orator and not so much an orator as a de- 
claimer. 

As to Macaulay^s manner in speaking, interest- 
ing reminiscences have been furnished by the 
Parliamentary reporters. One of these gentle- 
men, the reporter of the "Times," says : "His 
action — the little that he used — was rather un- 
gainly. His voice was full and loud ; but it had 
not the light and shade, or the modulation, found 
in practiced speakers. His speeches were most 
carefully prepared, and were repeated without the 
loss or omission of a single word." Another 
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writes : " He used scarcely any action. He would 
turn round on his heel, and lean slightly on the 
table : but there was nothing like demonstrative 
or dramatic action. He spoke with great rapidity ; 
and there was very little inflection in the voice, 
which, however, was not unmusical. It was some- 
what monotonous, and seldom rose or fell. The 
cadences were of small range. He spoke with 
very great fluency, and very little emphasis. It 
was the matter and the language, rather than the 
manner, that took the audience captive.*' Still 
a third says : " Vehemence of thought, vehemence 
of language, vehemence of manner, were his chief 
characteristics. The listener might almost fancy 
he heard ideas and words gurgling in the speak- 
er's throat for priority of utterance. There was 
nothing graduated or undulating about him. He 
plunged at once into the heart of the matter, and 
continued his loud resounding pace from begin- 
ning to end, without halt or pause. The vehe- 
mence and volume made Macaulay the terror of 
the reporters ; and, when he engaged in a subject 
outside their ordinary experience, they were fair- 
ly nonplused by the display of names, and dates, 
and titles. He was not a long-winded speaker. 
In fact, his earnestness was so great that it would 
have failed under a very long effort. He had the 
faculty, possessed by every great orator, of com- 
pressing a great deal in a short space." 

The truth seems to be that few men so skillful 



m PARLIAMENT. 75 

with the pen have secured such applanse as ora- 
tors, but that his speeches alone would have gone 
but a very little way toward giving Macaulay his 
present fame. 

During his first three years in Parliament, 
Macaulay was very assiduous in his attendance, 
and his correspondence shows with what keen zest 
he enjoyed the animated and many-sided life of 
the House of Commons. Writing to Whewell in 
February, 1831, he says : 

" The Hoase of Oomraons is a place in whioh I would 
not promise snccess to any man. I have great doubts 
even about Jeffrey. It is the most pecnliar audience in 
the world. I should say that a man^s being a good 
writer, a good orator at the bar, a good mob-orator, or a 
good orator in debating clubs, was rather a reason for 
expecting him to fail than for expecting him to succeed 
in the House of Commons. A place where Walpole 
succeeded and Addison failed ; where Dundas succeeded 
and Burke failed ; where Peel now succeeds and where 
Mackintosh fails ; where Erskine and Scarlett were din- 
ner-bells ; where Lawrence and Jekyll, the two wittiest 
men, or nearly so, of their time, were thought bores, is 
surely a very strange place. . And yet I feel the whole 
character of the place growing upon me. I begin to like 
what others about me like, and to disapprove what they 
disapprove. Canning nsed to say that the House, as a 
body, had better taste than the man of best taste in it, 
and I am very much inclined to think that Canning was 
right." 

A letter to his friend Ellis is worth quoting at 
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length both for its intrinsic interest and as a speci- 
men of his epistolary style : 

"London, March 80, 1831. 

" Deab Ellis : I have little news for yon, except what 
yon will learn from the papers as well as from me. It is 
clear that the Beform Bill must pass, either in this or 
in another Parliament. The majority of one does not 
appear to me, as it does to yon, hy any means inaaspici- 
ons. We shoold perhaps have had a hetter plea for a 
dissolution if the mtgority had been the other way. But 
surely a dissolution under such circumstances would have 
been a most alarming thing. If there should be a disso- 
lution now, there will not be that ferocity in the public 
mind which there would have been if the House of Com- 
mons had refused to entertain the bill at all. I confess 
that, tiU we had a majority, I was half inclined to trem- 
ble at the storm which we had raised. At present I 
think that we are absolutely certain of victory, and of 
victory without commotion. 

" Such a scene as the division of last Tuesday I never 
saw, and never expect to see again. If I should live 
fifty years, the impression of it will be as fresh and sharp 
in my mind as if it had just taken place. It was like 
seeing Osesar stabbed in the Senate-house, or seeing 
Oliver taking the mace from the table; a sight to be 
seen only once, and never to be forgotten. The crowd 
overflowed the House in every part. When the stran- 
gers were cleared out, and the doors locked, we had six 
hundred and eight members present — more by fifty-five 
than ever were in a division before. The ayes and noes 
were like two volleys of cannon from opposite sides of a 
field of battle. When the opposition went out into the 
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lobby,* an operation which took up twenty minutes or 
more, we spread ourselves over tije benches on both sides 
of the House ; for there were many of us who had not 
been able to find a seat during the evening. When the 
doors were shut we began to speculate on our numbers. 
Everybody was desponding. * We have lost it. We are 
only two hundred and eighty at most. I do not think we 
are two hundred and fifty. They are three hundred. 
Alderman Thompson has counted them. He says they 
are two hundred and ninety-nine.' This was the talk 
on our benches. I wonder that men who have been 
long in Parliament do not acquire a better coup d'ml for 
numbers. The House, when only the ayes were in it, 
looked to me a very fair House — much fuller than it gen- 
erally is even on debates of considerable interest. I had 
no hope, however, of three hundred. As the tellers 
passed along our lowest row on the left-hand side the 
interest was insupportable — two hundred and ninety-one 
— two hundred and ninety-two — we were all standing 
up and stretching forward, telling with the tellers. At 
three hundred there was a short cry of joy — at three 
hundred and two another — suppressed, however, in a 
moment ; for we did not yet know what the hostile force 
might be. We knew, however, that we could not be se- 
verely beaten. The doors were thrown open, and in they 
came. Each of them, as he entered, brought some dif- 
ferent report of their numbers. It must have been im- 
possible, as you may conceive, in the lobby, crowded as 
they were, to form any exact estimate. First we heard 
that they were three hundred and three; then that 

* " The practice in the Commons, until 1886, was to send one 
party forth into the lobby, the other remaining in the Ilouse." 
-arSl.: T. ^RSKiNE May's Parliamentary Practiee. 
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number rose to three hundred and ten ; then went down 
to three hundred and seven. Alexander Barry told me 
tliat he had counted, and that they were three hundred 
and four. We were all breathless with anxiety, when 
Charles Wood, who stood near the door, jumped up on 
a bench and cried out, *They are only three hundred 
and one.' We set up a shout that you might have 
heard to Oharing Cross, waving our hats, stamping 
against the floor, and clapping our hands. The tellers 
scarcely got through the crowd; for the House was 
thronged up to the table, and all the floor was fluctuating 
with heads like the pit of a theater. But you might 
have heard a pin drop as Duncannon read the numbers. 
Then again the shouts broke out, and many of us shed 
tears. I could scarcely refrain. And the jaw of Peel 
fell ; and the face of Twiss was as the face of a damned 
soul ; and Herries looked like Judas taking his neck-tie 
off for the last operation. We shook hands, and clapped 
each other on the back, and went out laughing, crying, 
and huzzaing into the lobby. And no sooner were the 
outer doors opened than another shout answered that 
within the House. All the passages and the stairs into 
the waiting-rooms were thronged by people who had 
waited till four in the morning to know the issue. We 
passed through a narrow lane between two thick masses 
of them ; and all the way down they were shouting and 
waving their hats, till we got into the open air. I called a 
cabriolet, and the first thing the driver asked was, * Is the 
bill carried ? ' * Yes, by one.' ' Thank God for it, sir ! ' 
And away I rode to Gray's Inn — and so ended a scene 
which will probably never be equaled till the reformed 
Parliament wants reforming ; and that I hope will not 
be till the days of our grandchildren — ^till that truly or- 
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thodox and apostolical person, Dr. Francis Ellis, is an 
archbishop of eighty. 

** As for me, I am for the present a sort of lion, Mj 
speech has set me in the front rank, if I can keep there ; 
and it has not been my lack hitherto to lose groond when 
I have once got it. Shell and I are on very civil terms. 
He talks largely concerning Demosthenes and Bnrke. 
He made, I mast say, an excellent speech ; too florid and 
queer, but decidedly saccessfdl. 

** Why did not Price speak ? If he was afraid, it was 
not withoat reason ; for a more terrible aadience there 
is not in the world. I wish that Praed had known to 
whom he was speaking. Bat, with all his talent, he has 
no tact, and he has fared accordingly. Tierney nsed to 
say that he never rose in the Hoase withoat feeling his 
knees tremble ander him ; and I am sare that no man 
who has not some of that feeling will ever succeed there. 

" Ever years, 

" T. B. Maoaulat." 

It will have been remarked that, in the fore- 
going letter, Macaulay speaks of himself as "a 
sort of lion," and, indeed, he had now become a 
lion in the social as well as in the Parliamentary 
sense. He had already received a distinguished 
welcome in his capacity as Edinburgh Eeviewer, 
and his first great speech in the House of Com- 
mons at once opened to him all the doors in Lon- 
don that were best worth entering. Lady Holland 
adopted him as her prime and special protege ; the 
exclusive and fastidious Sogers extended to him 
the most flattering tokens of esteem and affection ; 
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and the great Whig lords were proud to patronize 
the most brilliant and promising of the younger 
representatives of their party. *^For the space 
of three seasons/' says Mr. Trevelyan, " he dined 
out almost nightly, and spent many of his Sun- 
days in those suburban residences which, as re- 
gards the company and the way of living, are 
little else than sections of London removed into a 
purer air." 

Macaulay bore his honors quietly, and was in 
no wise elated by hie sudden successes ; but his 
domestic correspondence at this time shows that 
he enjoyed them with the natural and hearty 
pleasure of a man with a genuine taste for society, 
and for whom the life of the great world possessed 
at once the charm of gratification and the excite- 
ment of novelty. Some of his letters to his sister 
Hannah, written about this period, are too char- 
acteristic to be omitted from even the briefest 
biography, besides being so interesting as to de- 
mand admission on other grounds ; and the pres- 
ent is perhaps as favorable an opportunity as wiU 
offer for presenting them. 

** LoiTOON, May 27, 1831. 

" My Deab Hannah : Let me see if I can write a letter 
d, la EichardsoD ; a little less prolix it mnst be, or it will 
exceed my ounce. By the by, I wonder that Uncle Selby 
never grudged the postage of Miss Byron's letters. Ac- 
cording to the nearest calculation that I can make, her 
correspondence must have enriched the post-oflSce of 
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Asbby Oanons by sometbing more tban tbe wbole an- 
nual interest of ber fifteen tbousand pounds. 

" I reached Lansdowne House by a quarter to eleven, 
and passed througb tbe large suite of rooms to the great 
Sculpture Gallery. Tbere were seated and standing per- 
baps three bundred people, listening to the performers 
or talking to each other. The room is the handsomest 
and largest, I am told, in any private bouse in London. 
I inclose our musical bill of fare. Fanny, I suppose, will 
be able to expound it better tban I. Tbe singers were 
more showily dressed than tbe auditors, and seemed quite 
at home. As to the company, tbere was just everybody 
in London (except that little million and a half that you 
wot of) — the Chancellor, and the First Lord of the Ad- 
miralty, and Sydney Smith, and Lord Mansfield, and all 
the Barings and tbe Fitzclarences, and a hideous Russian 
spy, whose face I see everywhere, with a star on his coat. 
During the interval between tbe delights of ' I tuoi fre- 
quent!,' and the ecstasies of * Se tu m' ami,' I contrived 
to squeeze up to Lord Lansdowne. I was shaking hands 
with Sir James Macdonald, when I heard a command 
behind us, * Sir James, introduce me to Mr. Macaulay ; ' 
and we turned, and there sat a large, bold-looking wo- 
man, with tiie remains of a fine person, and the air of 
Queen Elizabeth. ^ Macaulay,' said Sir James, *• let me 
present you ' to Lady Holland.' Then was her ladyship 
gracious beyond description, and asked me to dine and 
take a bed at Holland House next Tuesday. I accepted 
the dinner, but declined the bed, and I have since re- 
pented that I so declined it. But I probably shall have 
an opportunity of retracting on Tuesday. 

" To-night I go to another musical party at Marshall's, 
tbe late M. P. for Yorkshire, Everybody is talking of 
6 
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Paganini and his violin. The man seems to be a miracle. 

The newspapers say that long streamy flakes of music 

fall from his string, interspersed with luminous points of 

sound which ascend the air and appear like stars. This 

eloquence is quite beyond me. 

" Ever yours, 

'* T. B. M." 

" London, May 28, 1881. 
" MyDeab Hannah : More gayeties and music-parties; 
not so fertile of adventures as that memorable masque- 
rade whence Harriet Byron was carried away ; but still 
I hope that the narrative of what passed there will gra- 
tify ' the venerable circle.' Yesterday I dressed, called 
a cab, and was whisked away to Hill Street. I found 
old Marshall's house a very fine one. He ought, indeed, 
to have a fine one; for he has, I believe, at least tliirty 
thousand a year. The carpet was taken up, and chairs 
were set out in rows, as if we had been at a religious 
meeting. Then we had flute-playing by the first flute- 
player in England, and pianoforte-strumming by the first 
pianoforte-strummer in England, and singing by all the 
first singers in England, and Signor Rubini's incompar- 
able tenor, and Signor Ourioni's incomparable counter- 
tenor, and Pasta's incomparable expression. You, who 
know how airs much inferior to this take my soul and 
lap it in Elysium, will form some faint conception of 
my transport. Sharp beckoned me to sit by him in 
the back row. These old fellows are so selfish. 'Al- 
ways,' said he, * establish yourself in the middle of the 
row against the wall ; for, if you sit in the front or next 
the edges, you will be forced to give up your seat to the 
ladies who are standing.' I had the gallantry to sur- 
render mine to a damsel who had stood for a quarter of 
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an hoar; and I lounged into the anterooms, where I 

found Samuel Rogers. Rogers and I sat together on a 

bench in one of the passages, and had a good deal of very 

pleasant conversation. He was-^as indeed he has always 

been to me — extremely kind, and told me that if it were 

in his power he would contrive to be at Holland House 

with me, to give me an insight into its ways. He is the 

great oracle of that circle. 

" Ever yours, 

*' T. B. Haoaulat." 

" LoNDOK, May 80, 1881. 

" Well, my dear, I have been to Holland House. I took 
a glass coach, and arrived, through a fine avenue of elms, 
at the great entrance toward seven o'clock. The house 
is delightful — the very perfection of the old Elizabethan 
style — a considerable number of very large and very 
comfortable rooms, rich with antique carving and gild- 
ing, but carpeted and furnished with all the skill of the 
best modem upholsterers. The library is a very long 
room — as long, I should think, as the gallery at Rothley 
Temple — with little cabinets for study branching out of 
it, warmly and snugly fitted up, and looking out on very 
beautif al grounds. The collection of books is not, like 
Lord Spencer's, curious ; but it contains almost every- 
thing that one ever wished to read. I found nobody 
there when I arrived but Lord Russell, the son of the 
Marquess of Tavistock. We are old House of Commons 
friends ; so we had some very pleasant talk, and in a lit- 
tle while in came Allen, who is warden of Dulwich Col- 
lege, and who lives almost entirely at Holland House. 
He is certainly a man of vast information and great con- 
versational powers. Some other gentlemen dropped in, 
and we chatted tiU Lady Holland made her appearance. 
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Lord Holland dined by himself on acconnt of his gout. 
We sat down to dinner in a fine long room, the wainscot 
of which is rich with gilded coronets, roses, and portcul- 
lises. There were Lord Albemarle, Lord Alvanley, Lord 
Russell, Lord Mahon — a violent Tory, but a very agree- 
able companion and a very good scholar. There was 
Oradock, a fine fellow, who was the Duke of Welling- 
ton's aide-de-camp in 1815, and some other people whose 
names I did not catch. What, however, is more to the 
purpose, there was a most excellent dinner. I have al- 
ways heard that Holland House is famous for its good 
cheer, and certainly the reputation is not unmerited. 
After dinner Lord Holland was wheeled in and placed 
very near me. He was extremely amusing and good- 
natured." 

" In the drawing-room I had a long talk with Lady 
Holland about the antiquities of the house, and about the 
purity of tbe English language, wherein she thinks her- 
self a critic. I happened, in speaking about the Heform 
Bill, to say that I wished that it had been possible to 
form a few commercial constituencies, if the word con- 
stituency were admissible. 'I am glad you put that in,' 
said her ladyship. * I was just going to give it you. It 
is an odious word. Then there is talented, and influeTt^ 
tialy and gentlemanly. I never could break Sheridan of 
gentUfnanlyy though he allowed it to be wrong.* We 
talked about the word talents and its history. I said 
that it had first appeared in theological writings, that it 
was a metaphor taken from the parable in tbe New Tes- 
tament, and that it had gradually passed from the vocab- 
ulary of divinity into common use. I challenged her to 
find it in any classical writer on general subjects before 
the Restoration, or even before the year 1700. I believe 
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that I might safely have gone down later. She seemed 
surprised by this theory, never having, so far as I could 
judge, heard of the parable of the talents. I did not tell 
her, though I might have done so, that a person who 
professes to be a critio in the delicacies of the English 
language ought to have the Bible at his fingers^ ends. 

*^ She is certainly a woman of considerable talents and 
great literary acquirements. To me she was excessively 
gracious: yet there is a haughtiness in her courtesy 
which, even after all that I had heard of her, surprised 
me. The centurion did not keep his soldiers in better 
order than she keeps her guests. It is to one *Go,' 
and he goeth ; and to another * Do this,' and it is done. 
* Ring the bell, Mr. Maoaulay.' * Lay down that screen, 
Lord RusseU ; you will spoil it.' * Mr. Allen, take a 
candle and show Mr. Gradock the picture of Bonaparte.' 
Lord Holland is, on the other hand, all kindness, sim- 
plicity, and vivacity. He talked very well both on poli- 
tics and on literature. He asked me in a very friendly 
manner about my father's health, and begged to be re- 
membered to him. 

" When my coach came, Lady Holland made me prom- 
ise that I would on the first fine morning walk out to 
breakfast with them and see the grounds; and, after 
drinking a glass of very good iced lemonade, I took my 
leave, much amused and pleased. The house certainly 
deserves its reputation for pleasantness, and her ladyship 
used me, I believe, as well as it is her way to use any- 
body. Ever yours, 

" T. B. M." 

"LoiTDON, Jtmel, 1881. 
" My Deab Sisteb, — ^My last letter was a dull one. I 
mean this to be very amusing. My last was about Ba- 
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singhall Street, attorneys, and bankrupts. But for this 
— take it dramatically in the German style : 

Mne morning, StenCy the great entrance of Holland Home, 
Enter Maoaulay, and Two Footmen in livery. 

First Footman, Sir, may I ventiire to demand your name ? 

Ma/eavla\i, Macaulay, and thereto I add M. P. 
And that addition, even in these proud halls, 
May well insure the bearer some respect. 

Second Footman. And art thou come to breakfast with our 
lord? 

Macaulay, I am ; for so his hospitable will, 
And hers — ^the peerless dame ye serve— hath bade. 

First Footman. Ascend the stair, and thou above shalt find, 
On snow-white linen spread, the luscious meal. 

(Exit Macaulay up stairs.) 

In plain English prose, I went this morning to breakfast 
at Holland House. The day was fine, and I arrived at 
twenty minutes after ten. After I had lounged a short 
time in the dining-room, I heard a gruff, good-natured 
voice asking, * Where is Mr. Macaulay? Where have 
you put him ? ' and in his arm-chair Lord Holland was 
wheeled in. He took me round the apartments, he rid- 
ing, and I walking. He gave me the history of the most 
remarkable portraits in the library, where there is, by 
the by, one of the few bad pieces of Lawrence that I 
have seen — a head of Charles James Fox, an ignominious 
failure. Lord Holland said that it was the worst ever 
painted of so eminent a man by so eminent an artist. 
There is a very fine head of Machiavelli, and another of 
Earl Grey, a very different sort of man. I observed a 
portrait of Lady Holland, painted some thirty years ago. 
I could have cried to see the change. She must have 
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been a most beautiful woman. She still looks, however, 
as if she had been handsome, and shows in one respect 
great taste and sense : she does not rouge at all, and in 
her costume is not youthful, so that she looks as well in 
the morning as in the evening. We came back to the 
dining-room. Our breakfast party consisted of my lord 
and lady, myself. Lord Bussell, and Luttrell. Ton must 
have heard of Luttrell. I met him once at Rogers's ; 
and I have seen him, I think, in other places. He is a 
famous wit — the most popular, I think, of all the pro- 
fessed wits — a man who has lived in the highest circles, 
a scholar, and no contemptible poet. He wrote a little 
volume of verse entitled 'Advice to Julia' — ^not first- 
rate, but neat, lively, piquant, and showing the most 
consummate knowledge of fashionable life. 

"We breakfasted on very good coffee, and very good 
tea, and very good eggs, butter kept in the midst of ice, 
and hot rolls. Lady Holland told us her dreams; how 
she had dreamed that a mad dog bit her foot, and how 
she set off to Brodie, and lost her way in St. Martin's 
Lane, and could not find him. She hoped, she said, the 
dream would not come true. I said that I had had a 
dream which admitted of no such hope, for I had 
dreamed that I heard Pollock speak in the House of 
Commons, that the speech was very long, and that he 
was coughed down. This dream of mine diverted them 
much. 

" After breakfast Lady Holland offered to conduct me 
to her own drawing-room, or, rather, commanded my 
attendance. A very beautiful room it is, opening on a 
terrace, and wainscoted with miniature paintings inter- 
esting from their merit, and interesting from their his- 
tory. Among them I remarked a great many — thirty I 
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should think — which even I, who am no groat connois- 
seur, saw at once could come from no hand but Stot- 
hard^s. They were all on subjects from Lord Byron's 
poems. * Yes,' said she ; * poor Lord Byron sent them 
to me a short time before the separation. I sent them 
back, and told him that, if he gave them away, he ought 
to give them to Lady Byron. But he said that he would 
not, and that if I did not take them the bailifs would, 
and that they would be lost in tlie wreck.' Her lady- 
ship then honored me so far as to conduct me through 
her dressing-room into the great family bed-chamber to 
show me a very fine picture, by Reynolds, of Fox when 
a boy, bird's-nesting. She then consigned me to Lut- 
trell, asking him to show me the grounds. 

" Through the grounds we went, and very pretty I 
thought them. In the Dutch garden is a fine bronze 
bust of Napoleon, which Lord Holland put up in 1817, 
while Napoleon was a prisoner at St. Helena. , . . There 
is a seat near the spot which is called Bogers's seat. The 
poet loves, it seems, to sit there. A very elegant inscrip- 
tion by Lord Holland is placed over it : 

* Here Rogers sat ; and here for ever dwell 
With me those pleasures which he sung so well.' 

" Very neat and condensed, I think. Another inscrip- 
tion by Luttrell hangs there. Luttrell adjured me with 
mock pathos to spare his blushes ; but I am author enough 
to know what the blushes of authors mean. So I read 
the lines, and very pretty and polished they were, but 
too many to be remembered from one reading. 

" Having gone round the grounds, I took my leave, 
very much pleased with the place. Lord Holland is ex- 
tremely kind. But that is of course, for he is kindness 
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itself. Her ladyship too, which is by no means of course, 
is all graciousness and civility. But, for all this, I would 
much rather be quietly walking with you : and the great 
use of going to these fine places is to learn how happy it 
is possible to be without them. Indeed, I care so little 
for them that I certainly should not have gone to-day, 
but that I thought that I should be able to find materials 
for a letter which you might like. 

" Farewell. 

" T. B. Maoaulay." 



" LoirooN, June 8, 18S1. 

" Mt Deab Sisteb : Yesterday night I went to the 
Jew^s. I had indeed no excuse for forgetting the invi- 
tation ; for, about a week after I had received the green 
varnished billet and answered it, came another in the 
self-same words and addressed to Mr. Macaulay, Jun. 
I thought that my answer had miscarried ; so down I 
sat, and composed a second epistle to the Hebrews. I 
afterward found that the second invitation was meant 
for Charles. 

" I set off a little after ten, having attired myself sim- 
ply as for a dinner-party. The house is a very fine one. 
The door was guarded by peace-officers and besieged by 
starers. My host met me in a superb court-dress, with 
his sword at his side. There was a most sumptuous-look- 
ing Persian, covered with gold lace. Then there was an 
Italian bravo with a long beard. Two old gentlemen, 
who ought to have been wiser, were fools enough to 
come in splendid Turkish costumes at which everybody 
laughed. The fancy dresses were worn almost exclu- 
sively by the young people. The ladies for the most 
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part contented themselyes with a few flowers and rib- 
bons oddly disposed. There was, however, a beautiful 
Mary Queen of Scots, who looked as well as dressed the 
character perfectly; an angel of a Jewess in a Highland 
plaid; and an old woman, or rather a womao — for 
through her disguise it was impossible to ascertain her 
age — in the absurdest costume of the last century. 
These good people soon began their quadrilles and gal- 
opades, and were enlivened by all the noise that twelve 
fiddlers could make for their lives. 

" You must not suppose that the company was made 
up of these mummers. There was Dr. Lardner, and 
Long, the Greek professor in the London University, and 
Shell, and Strutt, and Romilly, and Owen, the philan- 
thropist. Owen laid hold on Shell, and gave him a lec- 
ture on Cooperation which lasted for half an hour. At 
last Shell made his escape. Then Owen seized Mrs. 
Shell, a good Catholic, and a very agreeable woman, aud 
began to prove to her that there could be no such thing 
as moral responsibility. I had fled at the first sound of 
his discourse, and was talking with Strutt and Bom illy, 
when, behold I I saw Owen leave Mrs. Shell and come 
toward us. So I cried out, ' Sauve qui pent I ' and we 
ran off. But before we had got five feet from where we 
were standing, who should meet us face to face but old 
Basil Montagu ? ^ Kay, then,' said I, ' the game is up. 
The Prussians are on our rear. If we are to be bored 
to death, there is no help for it.' Basil seized Bomilly ; 
Owen took possession of Strutt; and I was blessing my- 
self on my escape, when the only human being worthy 

to make a third with such a pair, J , caught me by 

the arm, and begged to have a quarter of an hour's con- 
versation with me. While I was suffering under J , 
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a smart, impudent-looking young dog, dressed like a 
sailor in a blue jacket and check sbirt, marched up, and 
asked a Jewish-looking damsel near me to dance with 
him. I thought that I had seen the fellow before ; and, 
after a little lookin^r, I perceived that it was Charles ; 
and most knowingly, I assure you, did he perform a 
quadrille with Miss Hilpah Manasses. 

^^ If I were to tell you all that I saw, I should exceed 
my ounce. There was Martin, the painter, and Procter, 
alias Barry Cornwall, the poet or poetaster. I did not 
see one peer, or one star, except a foreign order or two, 
which I generally consider as an intimation to look to 
my pockets. A German knight is a dangerous neighbor 
in a crowd. After seeing a galopade very prettily danced 
by the Israelitish women, I went down stairs, reclaimed 
my hat, and walked into the dining room. There, with 
some diflSculty, I squeezed myself between a Turk and a 
Bernese peasant, and obtained an ice, a macaroon, and 
glass of wine. Charles was there, very active in his 
attendance on his fair Hilpah. I bid him good night. 
* What I ' said young hopeful, * are you going yet ? ' 
It was near one o^clock ; but this joyous tar seemed to 
think it impossible that anybody could dream of leaving 
such delightful enjoyments till daybreak. I left him 
staying Hilpah with flagons, and walked quietly home. 
But it was some time before I could get to sleep. The 
sound of fiddles was in mine ears, and gaudy dresses, and 
black hair, and Jewish noses, were fluctuating up and 
down before mine eyes. 

" There is a fancy ball for you. K Charles writes a 
history of it, tell me which of us does it best. 

"Ever yours, 

" T. B. M." 
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" London, July 6, 1881. 

" My Dear Sister : I have been po busy during the last 
two or three days that I have found no time to write to 
you. I have now good news for you. I spoke yester- 
day night with a success beyond my utmost expectations. 
I am half ashamed to tell you the compliments which I 
have received ; but you well know that it is not from 
vanity, but to give you pleasure, that I tell you what is 
said about me. Lord Althorp told me twice that it was 
the best speech he had ever heard ; Graham, and Stan- 
ley, and Lord John Russell spoke of it in the same way ; 
and O'Oonnell followed me out of the House to pay me 
the most enthusiastic compliments. I delivered my 
speech much more slowly than any thajb I have before 
made, and it is, in consequence, better reported than its 
predecessors, though not well. I send you several 
papers. Tou will see some civil things in the leading 
articles of some of them. My greatest pleasure in the 
midst of all this praise is to think of the pleasure which 
my success will give to my father and sisters. It is happy 
for me that ambition has in my mind been softened into 
a kind of domestic feeling, and that affection has at least 
as much to do as vanity with my wish to distinguish my- 
self. This I owe to my dear mother, and to the interest 
which she always took in my childish successes.* From 
my earliest years the gratification of those whom I love 
has been associated with the gratification of my own 
thirst for fame, until the tw^o have become inseparably 
joined in my mind. 

Ever yours, T. B. M." 



i( 



* Mrs. Macaulay had died in March, 1831, just after seeing 
the first of her son^s great Parliamentary successes. 
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The radical changes introduced into the con- 
stituencies by the Eef orm Bill rendered it inevita- 
ble that a new House of Commons should speedily 
be elected, and long before the Ministry had per- 
fected its programme the newly enfranchised 
voters had begun to anticipate the electoral strug- 
gle by providing themselves with candidates. As 
early as October, 1831, the Whigs of Leeds had 
invited Macaulay to stand for them as soon as 
their town should have been elevated into a par- 
liamentary borough, and he, highly appreciative 
of the honor of representing a great popular con- 
stituency, had pledged himself to fight their bat- 
tle, though with numerous opportunities of a safe 
and easy election at his disposal. The struggle 
was long and arduous, lasting for several months, 
but though Macaulay distinctly refused to give 
any of those pledges that are usually exacted of a 
candidate, he beat his Tory opponent by a hand- 
some majority, and entered the first Reformed 
Parliament (1833) with the prestige of a great 
constituency at his back, and with increased 
reputation as an orator won in debate on the 
hustings. 

In 1828, when he was just beginning to feel 
hopeless of success at the bar, Macaulay had been 
fortunate enough to receive from Lord Lyndhurst 
an appointment as commissioner of bankruptcy. 
The emoluments of this office, added to his Trin- 
ity fellowship and what he received for his contri- 
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butions to the " Edinburgh Keview," made up his 
income to about a thousand pounds per annum ; 
and this alone had enabled him to indulge his 
political aspirations. Among the earliest eco- 
nomical reforms undertaken by the new Whig 
government — reforms warmly supported by Ma- 
caulay — was a searching revision of the bank- 
ruptcy jurisdiction, in the course of which Ma- 
caulay's commissionership was swept away, with- 
out leaving him a penny of compensation. " When 
this source fell dry," says Mr. Trevelyan, ^*Ma- 
caulay was for a while a poor man ; for a member 
of Parliament who has others to think of besides 
himself is anything but rich on sixty or seventy 
pounds a quarter as the produce of his pen, and a 
college income which has only a few more months 
to run. At a time when his Parliamentary fame 
stood at its highest he was reduced to sell the 
gold medals which he had gained at Cambridge ; 
but he was never for a moment in debt ; nor did 
he publish a line prompted by any lower motive 
than the inspiration of his political faith or the 
instincts of his literary genius. He had none but 
pleasant recollections connected with the period 
when his fortunes were at their lowest. From 
the secure prosperity of after-life he delighted in 
recalling the time when, after cheering on the 
fierce debate for twelve or fifteen hours together, 
he would walk home by daylight to his chambers, 
and make his supper on a cheese which was a 
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present from one of his Wiltshire constituents, 
and a glass of the audit ale which reminded him 
that he was still a fellow of Trinity." 

This state of things, happily, lasted but a 
short time. Immediately on the passage of the 
Keform Bill, in May, 1832, Macaulay, whose elo- 
quence had contributed so largely to its success, 
was appointed one of the Commissioners of the 
Board of Control, which represented the crown in 
its relations to the East Indian directors. Just 
before the general election, in which he was re- 
turned for Leeds, he had been advanced to the 
responsible position of Secretary of the Board, an 
event which proved to be one of the most impor- 
tant in his life. It was not Macaulay's nature to 
be a sinecurist in any office, and he devoted him- 
self to the study of Indian affairs with such good 
results that, in the first session of the Keformed 
Parliament, he was able to contribute more than 
any other member to the bringing about of those 
immense and salutary reforms with which the 
Cabinet had resolved to accompany the renewal 
of the India Company's charter. His defense of 
the India Bill was generally regarded as worthy 
of ranking in eloquence with his great speeches on 
Keform, and had the practical effect of securing 
the triumphant passage of the measure through 
the House. 

One of the most important provisions in the 
new Bill was that one of the members of the 
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Supreme Council of India should be chosen from 
among persons not connected with the Company, 
and it was no more than a just recognition of the 
value of the services he had rendered that the 
post was offered to Macaulay. 



IV. 

THE INDIA EPISODE. 

Two letters of Macaulay's, written the one to 
his sister Hannah, the other to his friend Lord 
Lansdowne, explain so clearly and fully the cir- 
cumstances, motive, and object of his going to 
India that they may be quoted without comment 
or introduction. The letter to his sister is as 
follows : 

" London, Av^gtut 17, 1888. 

" My deab Sister, — ^I am about to write to you on a 
subject which to you and Margaret will be one of the 
most agitating interest; and which, on that account 
chiefly, is so to me. 

" By the new India Bill it is provided that one of the 
members of the Supreme Council, which is to govern 
our Eastern empire, is to be chosen from among persons 
who are not servants of the company. It is probable, 
indeed nearly certain, that the situation will be offered 
to me. 

" The advantages are very great. It is a post of the 
highest dignity and consideration. The salary is ten 
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thoQsand pounds a year. I am assured by peisons who 
know Calcutta intimately, and who have themselves 
mixed in the highest circles and held the highest offices 
at that presidency, that I may live in splendor there for 
five thousand a year, and may save the rest of the salary 
with the accruing interest. I may therefore hope to re- 
turn to England at only thirty-nine, in the full vigor 
of life, with a fortune of thirty thousand pounds. A 
larger fortune I never desired. 

" I am not fond of money, or anxious about it. But, 
though every day makes me less and less eager for 
wealth, every day shows me more and more strongly 
how necessary a competence is to a man who desires to 
be either great or useful. At present the plain fact is 
that I can continue to be a public man only while I can 
continue in office. If I left my place in the Govern- 
ment, I must leave my seat in Parliament too. For I 
must live ; I can live only by my pen : and it is abso- 
lutely impossible for any man to write enough to pro- 
cure him a decent subsistence, and at the same time to 
take an active part in politics. I have not during this 
session been able to send a single line to the ^Edin- 
burgh Review ; ' and, if I had been out of office, I should 
have been able to do very little. Edward Bulwer has 
just given up the ' New Monthly Magazine ' on the 
ground that he can not conduct it and attend to his Par- 
liamentary duties. Oobbett has been compelled to neg- 
lect his ' Register ' so much that its sale has fallen al- 
most to nothing. Now, in order to live like a gentle- 
man, it would be necessary for me to write, not as I 
have done hitherto, but regularly, and even daily. I 
have never made more than two hundred a year by my 
pen. I could not support myself in comfort on less than 
7 
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five hundred ; and I shall in all probability have many 
others to support. The prospects of our family are, it 
possible, darker than ever. 

*' Id the mean time my political outlook is very gloomy. 
A schism in the ministry is approaching. It requires 
only that common knowledge of public affairs which any 
reader of the newspapers may possess to see this ; and 
I have more, much more, than common knowledge on 
the subject. They can not hold together. I tell you in 
perfect seriousness that my chance of keeping my pres- 
ent situation for six months is so small, that I would 
willingly sell it for fifty pounds down. If I remain in 
office, I shall, I fear, lose my political character. If I 
go out, and engage in opposition, I shall break most of 
the private ties which I have formed during the last 
three years. In England I see nothing before me, for 
some time to come, but poverty, unpopularity, and the 
breaking-up of old connections. 

" If there were no way out of these difficulties, I 
would encounter them with courage. A man can al- 
ways act honorably and uprightly ; and, if I were in the 
Fleet Prison or the rules of the King's Bench, I believe 
that I could find in my own mind resources which would 
preserve me from being positively unhappy. But, if I 
could escape from these impending disasters, I should 
wish to do so. By accepting the post which is likely to 
be offered to me, I withdraw myself for a short time 
from the contests of faction here. When I return, I 
shall find things settled, parties formed into new combi- 
nations, and new questions under discussion. I shall 
then be able, without the scandal of a violent separa- 
tion, and without exposing myself to the charge of in- 
consistency, to take my own line. In the mean time I 
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shall save my family from distress ; and shall return with 
a competence honestly earned, as rich as if I were Dnke 
of Northumberland or Marquess of Westminster, and 
able to act on all public questions without even a temp- 
tation to deviate from tlie strict line of duty. While in 
India, I shall have to discharge duties not painfully la- 
borious, and of the highest and most honorable kind. I 
shall have whatever that country affords of comfort or 
splendor; nor will my absence be so long that my 
friends, or the public here, will be likely to lose sight 
of me. 

" The only persons who know what I have written to 
you are Lord Grey, the Grants, Stewart Mackenzie, and 
George Babington. Charles Grant and Stewart Macken- 
zie, who know better than most men the state of the 
political world, think that I should act unwisely in re- 
fusing this post ; and this though they assure me, and, I 
really believe, sincerely, that they shall feel the loss of 
my society very acutely. But what shall I feel ? And 
with what emotions, loving as I do my country and my 
family, can I look forward to such a separation, enjoined, 
as I think it is, by prudence and by duty? Whether 
the period of my exile shall be one of comfort, and, 
after the first shock, even of happiness, depends on you. 
If, as I expect, this offer shall be made to me, will you 
go with me? I know what a sacrifice I ask of you. I 
know how many dear and precious ties you must, for a 
time, sunder. I know that the splendor of the Indian 
Court and the gayeties of that brilliant society of which 
you would be one of tlie leading personages have no 
temptation for you. I can bribe you only by telling you 
that, if you will go with me, I will love you better than 
I love you now, if I can. 
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"I have asked George Babington about yonr health 
and mine. He says that he has very little apprehension 
for me, and none at all for yon. Indeed, he seemed to 
think that the climate would be quite as likely to do you 
good as harm. 

'* All this is most strictly secret. You may, of course, 
show the letter to Margaret, and Margaret may tell Ed- 
ward ; for I never cabal against the lawful authority of 
husbands. But further the thing must not go. It would 
hurt my father, and very justly, to hear of it from any- 
body before he hears of it from myself ; and, if the least 
hint of it were to get abroad, I should be placed in a 
very awkward position with regard to the people at 
Leeds. It is possible, though not probable, that difficul- 
ties may arise at the India House ; and I do not mean to 
say anything to any person who is not already in the se- 
cret till the directors have made their choice, and till 
the king's pleasure has been taken. 

" And now think calmly over what I have written. I 
would not have written on the subject even to you till 
the matter was quite settled, if I had not thought that 
you ought to have full time to make up your mind. If 
you feel an insurmountable aversion to India, I will do ' 
all in my power to make your residence in England com- 
fortable during my absence, and to enable you to center 
instead of receiving benefits. But if my dear sister 
would consent to give me, at this great crisis of my life, 
that proof, that painful and arduous proof, of her affec- 
tion which I beg of her, I think that she will not repent 
of it. She shall not, if the unbounded confidence and 
attachment of one to whom she is dearer than life can 
compensate her for a few years^ absence from much that 
she loves. 
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" Dear Margaret I She will fed this. Oonsolt her, 
my love, and let us both have the advantage of such ad- 
vice as her excellent understanding and her warm affec- 
tion for us may furnish. On Monday next, at the latest, 
I expect to be with you. Our Scotch tour, under these 
circumstances, must be short. By Christmas it will be 
fit that the new councilor should leave England. His 
functions in India commence next April. We shall leave 
our dear Margaret, I hope, a happy mother. 

. " Farewell, ray dear sister. You can not tell how im- 
patiently I shall wait for your answer. 

" T. B. M." 

Though India was then far more remote from 
England than now — ^reached by a sailing voyage 
which might extend over six weary months and 
was seldom less than four^ and an exile under 
these circumstances was exile indeed— his sister 
felt it at once her duty and her privilege to ac- 
company him ; and, with a mind at rest upon this 
point, Macaulay set about his preparations for de- 
parture. There was no real doubt of his nomi- 
nation from the first; but the opposition was 
stubborn for a time, many tedious formalities 
had to be gone through in the circumlocution 
oJQfices, and it was not until December 4th that 
the matter was definitively settled. Next day he 
wrote Lord Lansdowne as follows : 

" London, December 6, 1833. 
*' Deab Lobd Lansdownb : I delayed returning an an- 
swer to your kind letter till this day, in order that I might 
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be able to send yon definitive intelligence. Yesterday 
eveniug the directors appointed me to a seat in the coan- 
cil of India. The votes were nineteen for me, and three 
against me. 

*^ I feel that the sacrifice which I am about to make is 
great. Bat the motives which urge me to make it are 
quite irresistible. Every day that I live I become less 
and less desirous of great wealth. But every day makes 
me more sensible of the importance of a competence. 
Without a competence it is not very easy for a public 
man to be honest : it is almost impossible for him to be 
thought so. I am so situated that I can subsist only in 
two ways: by being in office, and by my pen. Hitherto, 
literature has been merely my relaxation — ^the amusement 
of perhaps a month in the year. I have never considered 
it as the means of support. I have chosen ray own top- 
ics, taken my own time, and dictated my own terms. 
The thought of becoming a book-seller^s hack ; of writ- 
ing to relieve, not the fuUness of the mind, but the emp- 
tiness of the pocket ; of spurring a jaded fancy to reluc- 
tant exertion ; of filling sheets with trash merely that 
the sheets may be filled ; of bearing from publishers and 
editors what Dryden bore from Tonson, and what, to 
my own knowledge. Mackintosh bore from Lardner, is 
horrible to me. Yet thus it must be, if I should quit 
office. Yet to hold office merely for the sake of emolu- 
ment would be more horrible still. The situation in 
which I have been placed for some time back would 
have broken the spirit of many men. It has rather 
tended to make me the most mutinous and unraanngea- 
ble of the followers of the Government. I tendered my 
resignation twice during the course of the last Ression. 
I certainly should not have done so if I had been a man 
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of fortune. Yod, whom malevolence itself conld never 
accuse of coveting office for the sake of pecnniary gain, 
and whom yoor salary very poorly compensates for the 
sacrifice of ease and of your tastes to the pnhlic service, 
can not estimate rightly the feelings of a man who knows 
that his circamstances lay him open to the suspicion of 
heing actuated in his puhlic conduct hy the lowest mo- 
tives. Once or twice, when I have heen defending un< 
popnlar measures in the House of Commons, that thouglit 
has disordered my ideas and deprived me of my presence 
of mind. 

" If this were all, I should feel that, for the sake of my 
own happiness and of my puhlic utility, a few years 
would he well spent in obtaining an independence. Bnt 
this is not all. I am not alone in the world. A family 
which I love most fondly is dependent on me. Unless I 
would see my father left in his old age to the charity of 
less near relations ; my youngest brother unable to ob- 
tain a good professional education ; my sisters, who are 
more to me than any sisters ever were to a brother, forced 
to turn governesses or humble companions, I must do 
something, I mnst make some effort. An opportunity has 
offered itself. It is in my power to make the last days 
of my father comfortable, to educate my brother, to pro- 
vide for my sisters, to procure a competence for myself. 
I may hope, by the time I am thirty-nine or forty, to re- 
turn to England with a fortune of thirty thousand pounds. 
To me that would be affluence. I never wished for 
more. 

'* As far as English politics are concerned, I lose, it is 
true, a few years. But, if your kindness had not intro- 
duced me very early to Parliament, if I had been left to 
climb np the regular palh of my profession, and to rise 
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by my own efforts — I should have had very little ehance 
of being in the House of Commons at forty. If I have 
gained any distinction in the eyes of my countrymen, if 
I have acquired any knowledge of Parliamentary and 
official business, and any habitude for the management 
of great affairs, I ought to consider these things as clear 
gain. 

"Then, too, the years of my absence, though lost as 
far as English politics are concerned, will not, I hope, be 
wholly lost as respects either my own mind or the hap- 
piness of my fellow creatures. I can scarcely conceive a 
nobler field than that which our Indian empire now pre- 
sents to a statesman. While some of my partial friends 
are blaming me for stooping to accept a share in the gov- 
ernment of that empire, I am afraid that I am aspiring 
too high for my qualifications. I sometimes feel, I most 
unaffectedly declare, depressed and appalled by the im- 
mense responsibility which I have undertaken. You are 
one of the very few public men of our time who have 
bestowed on Indian affairs the attention which they de- 
serve ; and you will therefore, I am sure, fully enter into 
my feelings. 

" And now, dear Lord Lansdowne, let me thank you 
most warmly for the kind feeling which has dictated 
your letter. That letter is, indeed, but a very small part 
of what I ought to thank you for. That at an early age 
I have gained some credit in public life ; that I have done 
some little service to more than one good cause ; that I 
now have it in my power to repair the ruined fortunes 
of my family, and to save those who are dearest to me 
from the misery and humiliation of dependence ; that I 
am almost certain, if I live, of obtaining a competence 
by honorable means before I am past the full vigor of 
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manhood — all this I owe to your kindness. I will say 
no more. I will only entreat you to believe that neither 
now, nor on any former occasion, have I ever said one 
thousandth part of what I feel. 

"If it will not be inconvenient to you, I propose to go 
to Bowood on Wednesday next. Labouchere will be my 
fellow traveler. On Saturday we must both return to 
town. Short as my visit must be, I look forward to it 
with great pleasure. 

" Believe me ever yours most faithfully and affection- 
ately, 

" T. B. Maoaulat." 
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On the same day he wrote the editor of the 
Edinburgh Eeview** the only other letter of 
this period that need be quoted : 

"LoiTDON, December 6, 1888. 

" Bbab Napibb : You are probably not unprepared for 
what I am about to tell you. Yesterday evening the 
Directors of the East India Company elected me one of 
the members of the Supreme Council. It will, therefore, 
be necessary that in a few weeks, ten weeks at furthest, 
I should leave this country for a few years. 

" It would be mere affectation in me to pretend not to 
know that my support is of some importance to the * Ed- 
inburgh Review.' In the situation in which I shall now 
be placed, a connection with the * Review ' will be of 
some importance to me. I know well how dangerous it 
is for a public man wholly to withdraw himself from the 
public eye. During an absence of six years, I run some 
risk of losing most of the distinction, literary and po- 
litical, which I have acquired. As a means of keeping 
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myself in the recollection of my countrymen during my 
sojourn abroad, the * Review ' will be invaluable to me; 
nor do I foresee that there will be the slightest difficulty 
in my continuing to write for yon at least as much a 
ever. I have tliought over my late articles, and I really 
can scarcely call to mind a single sentence in any one of 
them which might not have been written at Calcutta hb 
easily as in London. Perhaps in India I might not have 
the means of detecting two or three of the false dates in 
Oroker's Boswell ; but that would have been all. Very 
little, if any, of the effect of my most popular articles is 
produced either by minute research into rare books, or 
by allusions to mere topics of the day. 

^^ I think, therefore, that we might easily establish a 
commerce mutually beneficial. I shall wish to be sup- 
plied with all the good books which come out in this 
part of the world. Indeed, many books which in them- 
selves are of little value, and which, if I were in England, 
I should not think it worth while to read, will be inter- 
esting to me in India ; just as the commonest daubs and 
the rudest vessels at Pompeii attract the minute atten- 
tion of people who would not move their eyes to see a 
modern sign-post or a modem kettle. Distance of place, 
like distance of time, makes trifles valuable. 

" What I propose, then, is that you should pay me for 
the articles which I may send yon from India, not in 
money, but in books. As to the amount I make no 
stipulations. You know that 1 have never haggled about 
such matters. As to the choice of books, the mode of 
transmission, and other matters, we shall have ample 
time to discuss them before my departure. Let me 
know whether yon are willing to make an arrangement 
on this basis. 
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" I have not forgotten Chatham in the midst of ray 

avocations. I hope to send you an article on him early 

next week. 

" Ever yours sincerely, 

" T. B. Maoaulay." 



The chief business which now remained to be 
done was the gathering together of a library with 
which he proposed to solace his exile — the collec- 
tion being swelled by the kindly contributions of 
many friends, the depth of whose affection he had 
never known, as he says, until now, when a long 
separation confronted them. On the 4th of Feb- 
ruary, 1834, Macaulay bade farewell to his con- 
stituents at Leeds in a glowing address, and on 
the 15th, after a final note of adieu to Lord Lans- 
downe, sailed from England with his sister in the 
good ship Asia. The voyage was rapid and un- 
eventful in an exceptional degree, and he enjoyed 
for the first time in his life long months of unin- 
terrupted commerce with his books. ** Except 
at meals," he says, ^* I hardly exchanged a word 
with any human being. During the whole voyage 
I read with keen and increasing enjoyment. I 
devoured Greek, Latin, Spanish, Italian, French, 
and English ; folios, quartos, octavos, and duo- 
decimos." 

On June lOth the ship lay to off Madras ; and 
Macaulay had his first introduction to his new 
constituents, in the person of a boatman who 
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pulled through the surf on a raft. " He came 
on board with nothing on him byt a pointed, yel- 
low cap, and walked among us with a self-posses- 
sion and civility which, coupled with his color 
and his nakedness, nearly made me die of laugh- 
ing." This gentleman was soon followed by oflB- 
cial messengers who brought Macaulay a pressing 
summons to join the Governor-General, Lord 
William Bentinck, at Ootacamund, in the Neil- 
gherry Hills. The state of public business ren- 
dered it necessary that the Council should meet, 
and, as the Governor-General had left one mem- 
ber of that body in Bengal as his deputy, he was 
not able to make a quorum until his new colleague 
arrived from England. 

In compliance with this summons, Macaulay 
(his sister continuing her voyage to Calcutta) 
landed at Madras, and set out for the Hills. The 
journey lasted a week, was made in palanquins, 
and afforded immense amusement to Macaulay, 
whose imagination was fired by the innumerable 
associations and reflections which the different- 
localities conjured up in his active and teeming 
mind. He speedily converted the Governor-Gen- 
eral into a life-long friend and admirer, while his 
own estimate of that *^ singularly noble charac- 
ter" is recorded in the closing sentence of the 
essay on Lord Clive. 

The only noteworthy incident of his stay at 
Ootacamund, which lasted two months, is thus 
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told by Thackeray : ** I spoke to him once about 
* Clarissa/ ^ Not read " Clarissa ! " * he cried out. 
^If you have once read "Clarissa," and are in- 
fected by it, you can't leave it. When I was in 
India I passed one hot season in the Hills ; and 
there were the Governor-General, and the Secre- 
tary of Government, and the Commander-in- 
Chief, and their wives. I had "Clarissa" with 
me ; and as soon as they began to read, the whole 
station was in a passion of excitement about Miss 
Harlowe, and her misfortunes, and her scoundrel- 
ly Lovelace. The Governor's wife seized the 
book ; the Secretary waited for it ; the Chief 
Justice could not read it for tears.' He acted the 
whole scene : he paced up and down the Athe- 
naeum library. I dare say he could have spoken 
pages of the book : of that book, and of what 
countless piles of others ! " 

In September he repaired to Calcutta, learn- 
ing Portuguese on the voyage thither from Ma- 
dras, and reading the " Lusiad," with which he 
confesses himself disappointed. In November he 
began housekeeping for himself, having the best 
residence in Calcutta, and " living," Mr. Trevel- 
yan says, "as he always loved to live, rather more 
generously than the strict necessities of his posi- 
tion demanded." Before the end of the year the 
marriage of his sister with Sir Charles Trevelyan, 
a rising Indian oflficial, seemed to threaten the 
ruptijre of Jus most cherished plans ; but in the 
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end this event contributed greatly to his comfort, 
for the newly married pair lived with Macaulay, 
who speedily found that he had received a brother 
instead of being deprived of a sister. . With the 
coming of children, his overflowing affection found 
a new outlet, and during the remainder of his life 
his sister's family filled his heart as completely 
and adequately as a family of his own could have 
done. 

As soon as his domestic affairs were satisfac- 
torily settled, Macaulay addressed himself with 
characteristic energy to his official duties. Among 
the earliest reforms which he was instrumental in 
bringing about was the removal of the Govern- 
ment censorship of the press ; and it was surely a 
rather hard fate that the first use which the press 
made of its newly-acquired freedom was to assail 
Macaulay with a ferocity of calumny such as few 
public men have ever been called upon to endure. 
The motive of these attacks, which were kept up 
for months, was his advocacy of an act, familiarly 
known as the Black Act, which withdrew from 
British subjects resident in the provinces the 
privilege of bringing civil appeals before the Su- 
preme Court at Calcutta. This was almost uni- 
versally conceded to be a salutary reform, but it 
happened to affect injuriously the interests of a 
few lawyers and other citizens of Calcutta, who 
were the main supporters of the local press ; hence 
the clamor. Macaulay treated the scurrility with 
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the contempt it deserved, and in time the excite- 
ment died away, though not until an ineffectual 
appeal had been made to the House of Commons 
at home. 

Aside from the administrative details in which 
he took an active and influential part, Macaulay 
rendered two great services to India : the settUng 
of her educational system on a rational and dura- 
ble basis, and the framing of a Penal Code for 
the Empire. For some time previous to his 
arrival the Committee on Public Instruction had 
been equally and irreconcilably divided on the 
question whether the native dialects or English 
should form the basis of the higher education 
supported by the Government. Shortly after his 
arrival, Macaulay was appointed president of this 
committee ; but he declined to enter upon his 
duties until the Government had finally pro- 
nounced on the question at issue. In January, 
1835, the advocates of the two systems laid their 
respective views before the Supreme Council ; and 
on February the 2d, Macaulay, as a member of 
that council, defended the views of the English 
section of the Committee in a minute which is as 
piquant and readable as any of his essays. Could 
anything be more unlike the ordinary official min- 
ute than the following paragraphs ? 

" How stands the case ? We have to edocate a people 
who can not at present be educated by means of their 
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mother tongue. We must teach them some foreign 
language. The claims of our own language it is hardly 
necessary to recapitulate. It stands pre-eminent even 
among the languages of the West. It abounds with 
works of imagination not inferior to the noblest which 
Greece has bequeathed to us; with models of every 
species of eloquence ; with historical compositions, which, 
considered merely as narratives, have seldom been sur- 
passed, and which, considered as vehicles of ethical and 
political instruction, have never been equaled ; with just 
and lively representations of human life and human 
nature ; with the most profound speculations on meta- 
physics, morals, government, jurisprudence, and trade; 
with full and correct information respecting every experi- 
mental science which tends to preserve the health, to in- 
crease tlie comfort, or to expand the intellect of man. 
Whoever knows that language has ready access to all the 
vast intellectual wealth which all the wisest nations of 
the earth have created and hoarded in the course of 
ninety generations. It may safely be said that the liter- 
ature now extant in that language is of far greater value 
than all the literature which three hundred years ago 
was extant in all the languages of the world together. 
Nor is this all. In India, English is the language spoken 
by the ruling class. It is spoken by the liigher class of 
natives at the seats of government. It is likely to be- 
come the language of commerce throughout the seas 
of the East. It is the language of two great European 
communities which are rising, the one in the t^outh of 
Africa, the other in Australasia: communities which are 
every year becoming more important, and more closely 
connected with our Indian empire. Whether we look 
at the intrinsic value of our literature, or at the particu- 
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lar ritaation of this coantry, we shall see the strongest 
reason to think that, of all foreign tongues, the English 
tongue is that which would be the most useful to our 
native subjects. 

*^ The question now before us is simply whether, when 
it is in our power to teach this language, we shall teach 
languages in which, by universal confession, there are 
no books on any subject which deserve to be compared 
to our own ; whetiier, when we can teach European 
science, we shall teach systems which, by universal con- 
fession, whenever tliey differ from those of Europe, dif- 
fer for the worse ; and whether, when we can patronize 
sound philosophy and true history, we shall countenance, 
at the public expense, medical doctrines which would 
disgrace an English farrier — astronomy which would 
move laughter in the girls at an English boarding-school 
— history, abounding with kings thirty feet high and 
reigns thirty thousand years long — and geography, made 
up of seas of treacle and seas of butter. 

" We are not without experience to guide us. His- 
tory furnishes several analogous cases, and they all teach 
the same lesson. There are in modern times, to go no 
further, two memorable instances of a great impulse 
given to the mind of a whole society — of prejudice over- 
thrown — of knowledge diffused— of taste purified— of 
arts and sciences planted in countries which had recently 
been ignorant and barbarous. 

" The first instance to which I refer is the great re- 
vival of letters among the Western nations at the close 
of the fifteenth and the beginning of the sixteenth cen- 
tury. At that time almost everything that was worth 
reading was contained in the writings of the ancient 
Greeks and Romans. Had our ancestors acted as the 
8 
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Committee of Public Instruction has hitherto acted; 
had they neglected the language of Cicero and Tacitus ; 
had they confined their attention to the old dialects of 
our own island; had they printed nothing and taught 
nothing at the universities but chronicles in Anglo-Saxon 
and romances in Norman-French, would England have 
been what she now is ? What the Greek and Latin were 
to the contemporaries of More and Ascham, our tongue 
is to the people of India. The literature of England is 
now more valuable than that of classical antiquity. I 
doubt whether the Sanscrit literature be as valuable as 
that of our Saxon and Norman progenitors. In some 
departments — in history, for example — I am certain that 
it is much less so. 

** Another instance may be said to be still before our 
eyes. Within the last hundred and twenty years, a na- 
tion which had previously been in a state as barbarous 
as that in which our ancestors were before the Crusades, 
has gradually emerged from the ignorance in which it 
was sunk, and has taken its place among civilized com- 
munities. I speak of Russia. There is now in that 
country a large educated class, abounding with persons 
fit to serve the state in the highest functions, and in no 
wise inferior to the most accomplished men who adorn 
the best circles of Paris and London. There is reason 
to hope that this vast empire, which in the time of our 
grandfathers was probably behind the Punjab, may, in 
the time of our grandchildren, be pressing close on France 
and Britain in the career of improvement. And how 
was this change efiected ? Not by flattering national 
prejudices ; not by feeding the mind of the young Mus- 
covite with the old woman's stories which his rude 
fathers had believed ; not by filling his head with lying 



THE INDIA EPISODE. 115 

legends about St. Nicholas ; not by encouraging him to 
study the great question, whether the world was or was 
not created on the 13th of September ; not by calling 
him ' a learned native ' when he has mastered all these 
points of knowledge ; but by teaching him those foreign 
languages in which the greatest mass of information 
had been laid up, and thus putting ail that information 
within his reach. The languages of Western Europe 
civilized Russia. I can not doubt that they will do for 
the Hindoo what they have done for the Tartar." 

This minute set the question at rest for ever. 
The Governor-General decided that "the great 
object of the British Government ought to be the 
promotion of European literature and science 
among the natives of India " ; the committee was 
reconstructed in accordance with the new views ; 
and Macaulay entered vigorously upon his func- 
tions as president. His task was an arduous one, 
for the methods as well as the object of instruc- 
tion had to be determined, and the machinery 
put in motion. It occupied Macaulay's attention 
during the whole period of his stay in India ; and 
the innumerable minutes in which he discusses 
various phases of the subject are worthy of the 
author who could make history as fascinating as 
the last new novel. Here is his comment upon a 
list of books for the schools that had been sub- 
mitted to him : 

** I must frankly own that I do not like the list of 
books. Grammars of rhetoric and grammars of logic 
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are among the most useless furniture of a shelf. Give a 
boy ^Bobinson Crusoe.' That is worth all the gram- 
mars of rhetoric and logic in the world. We ought to 
procure such books as are likely to give the children a 
taste for the literature of the West; not books filled with 
idle distinctions and definitions which every man who 
has learned them makes haste to forget. Who ever rea- 
soned better for having been taught the difference be- 
tween a syllogism and an enthymeme ? Who ever com- 
posed with greater spirit and elegance because he could 
define an oxymoron or an aposiopesis ? I am not jok- 
ing, but writing quite seriously, when I say that I would 
much rather order a hundred copies of 'Jack the Giant- 
Killer' for our schools than a hundred copies of any 
grammar of rhetoric or logic that ever was written." 

And this is the trenchant manner in which he 
disposes of a proposed coat of arms for Hooghly 
College : 

"I do not see why the mummeries of European her- 
aldry should be introduced into any part of our Indian 
system. Heraldry is not a science which has any eter- 
nal rules. It is a system of arbitrary canons, originating 
in pure caprice. Nothing can be more absurd and gro- 
tesque than armorial bearings, considered in themselves. 
Certain recollections, certain associations, make them 
interesting in many cases to an Englishman ; but in those 
recollections and associations the natives of India do not 
participate. A lion rampant, with a folio in his paw, 
with a man standing on each side of him, with a tele- 
scope over his head, and with a Persian motto under his 
feet, must seem to them either very mysterious or very 
absurd." 
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The other great work which occupied Macau- 
lay^s attention during his stay in Calcutta was the 
framing of a criminal code for the whole Indian 
empire. He had two colleagues in the committee 
which performed the task, but the " Penal Code " 
shows throughout unmistakable traces of Macau- 
lay^s pen, and has been described as the most 
readable, as it is certainly the most literary, of 
all digests. It was not finally enacted until 1860, 
having in the mean time been carefully revised by 
Sir Barnes Peacock, and unfavorable criticism of 
it was for a long time fashionable ; but the testi- 
mony of so eminent a lawyer as Mr. Fitzjames 
Stephen is conclusive. He says : " The draft and 
the revision are both eminently creditable to their 
authors ; and the result of their successive efforts 
has been to reproduce in a concise and even beau- 
tiful form the spirit of the law of England." 

Active as he was in his official employments, 
Macaulay found time to do an enormous amount 
of reading. He wrote but little for the "Edin- 
burgh Review '' — the article on Mackintoshes His- 
tory and the famous one on Bacon being the only 
papers he sent from India — ^but a list of the books 
he read, chiefly in the Greek and Latin classics, 
would seem incredible. Here is an extract from 
a letter to his friend Ellis dated December 30, 
1835: 



t( 



I have cast up my reading account, and brought it 
to the end of the year 1835. It includes December, 
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1884; for I came into mv honse and nnpacked my 
books at the end of November, 1834. Daring the last 
thirteen months I have read uSschylus twice ; Sophocles 
twice; Euripides once; Pindar twice; OallimachuB; 
ApoUonins Bhodius ; Quintus Oalaber ; Theocritns twice ; 
Herodotns ; Thncydides ; almost all Xenophon^s works ; 
almost all Plato ; Aristotle^s * Politics,' and a good deal 
of his ^Organon,' besides dipping elsewhere in him; 
the whole of Plntarch's * Lives * ; abont half of Lucian ; 
two or three books of Athenaeus ; Plautns twice ; Ter- 
ence twice; Lncretins twice; Oatullus; Tibnllus; Pro- 
per tins; Lncan; Statins; Silias Italicns; Livj; Yell ei us 
Paterculus; Sallust; CsBsar; and, lastly, Oicero. I 
have, indeed, still a little of Oicero left; but I shall fin- 
isli him in a few days. I am now deep in Aristophanes 
and Lucian." 

In the next letter, dated May 30, 1836, he 
says : " After finishing Cicero, I read through the 
works of both the Senecas, father and son. I have 
read, as one does read such stuff, Valerius Maxi- 
mus, AnnaBus Floras, Lucius Ampelius, and Au- 
relius Victor. I have also gone through PhaB- 
drus. I am now better employed. I am now 
deep in the * Annals ' of Tacitus, and I am at 
the same time reading Suetonius." A little later 
he mentions Demosthenes, Diodorus Siculus, 
Pliny the Younger, Aulus Gellius, Athanasius, 
and Chrysostom. And so the list lengthens out. 
Even one reading was not always enough. He 
read Plautus, Terence, and Aristophanes four 
times through at Calcutta, Euripides thrice, Pla- 
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to and Tacitus twice. How carefully he read, too, 
is proved, says his biographer, by the "pencil- 
marks, single, double, and treble, which meander 
down the margin of such passages as excited the 
admiration of the student ; and by the remarks, 
literary, historical, and grammatical, with which 
the critic has interspersed every volume, and 
sometimes every page." And all this, it must be 
borne in mind, was in addition to keeping up with 
current literature, and to reading "in the even- 
ings a great deal of English, French, and Italian, 
and a littler Spanish." 

Thus busily and usefully employed, and with 
such vast opportunity for reading, Macaulay could 
hardly have been positively unhappy ; but his cor- 
respondence shows that his stay in India was a 
genuine exile, and he had hardly landed before he 
began to count the years and the months ere his 
return. "I have no words," he says in one let- 
ter, " to tell you how I pine for England, or how 
intensely bitter exile has been to me, though I 
hope that I have borne it well. I feel as if I had 
no other wish than to see my country again, and 
die. Let me assure you that banishment is no 
light matter. No person can judge of it who has 
not experienced it. A complete revolution in all 
the habits of life ; an estrangement from almost 
every old friend and acquaintance ; fifteen thou- 
sand miles of ocean between the exile and every- 
thing that he cares for ; all this is, to me at least. 
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very trying. There is no temptation of wealth or 
power which would induce me to go through it 
again. But many people do not feel as I do. In- 
deed, the servants of the Company rarely have 
such a feeling ; and it is natural that they should 
not have it, for they are sent out while still school- 
boys, and when they know little of the world. 
The moment of emigration is to them also the 
moment of emancipation; and the pleasures of 
liberty and affluence to a great degree compen- 
sate them for the loss of their home. In a few 
years they become Orientalized ; and, by the time 
that they are of my age, they would generally pre- 
fer India, as a residence, to England. But it is a 
very different matter when a man is transplanted 
at thirty-three." 

Of the climate, he says : " We are annually 
baked four months, boiled four more, and allowed 
the remaining four to become cool if we can. In- 
sects and undertakers are the only living creatures 
which seem to enjoy the climate." Even the 
fruits disappointed him. *' The tropical fruits are 
wretched. The best of them is inferior to our 
apricot or gooseberry. When I was a child, I had 
a notion of its being the most exquisite of treats 
to eat plantains and yams and to drink palm- 
wine. How I envied my father for having en- 
joyed these luxuries 1 I have now enjoyed them 
all, and I have found, like much greater men on 
much more important occasions, that all is van- 
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ity. A plantain is very like a rotten pear — so 
like, that I would lay twenty to one that a person 
blindfolded would not discover the difference. A 
yam is better. It is like an indifferent potato. I 
tried palm-wine at a pretty village near Madras, 
where I slept one night. I told Captain Barron 
that I had been curious to taste that liquor ever 
since I first saw, eight or nine and twenty years 
ago, the picture of the negro climbing the tree in 
Sierra Leone. The next morning I was yoused 
by a servant, with a large bowl of juice fresh from 
the tree. I drank it, and found it very like ginger- 
beer in which the ginger has been sparingly used." 
Fortunately the period of exile was much 
shorter than he had ventured to hope. Though 
living generously — " more handsomely," he said, 
'*than any other member of the Council" — he 
found that he was able to save money more rapid- 
ly than he had expected. By the end of 1837 he 
had saved a sum which, added to a legacy of £10,- 
000 that had been left him by his uncle General 
Macaulay in 1836, gave him a competency which 
he described as " small indeed, but quite sufficient 
to render me as perfectly independent as if I were 
the possessor of Burleigh or Chatsworth." He 
therefore only waited for his Penal Code to be 
published, and then, putting the finishing stroke 
to his various labors, resigned his seat in the Coun- 
cil, and, in company with the Trevelyans, sailed 
for England early in January, 1838. 
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The homeward voyage was protracted into the 
sixth month, but Macaulaj utilized the time in 
acquiring a mastery of German. Arriving in 
London in June, he found that his father had 
died the previous May, but that the world at large 
had changed less during his absence than he had 
been prepared to expect. 



V. 

A CABINET MINISTER. 

The years immediately following his return 
from India are those in which Macaulay's fortunes 
seemed to reach their culminating point, yet they 
constitute just that portion of his career which 
his sincerest admirers must look back upon with 
least satisfaction. Up to this time his participa- 
tion in politics had been not only agreeable but 
helpful to him. If he had been possessed from 
the beginning of an independent fortune, one 
might be justified in grudging every hour during 
which he gave up to party what was meant for 
mankind ; but it has already been shown that this 
was very far from being the case, and few men 
have ever been less adapted than Macaulay to earn 
a living by literary drudgery. No doubt, had such 
been his fate, he would have acquitted himself 
with credit, but nothing can be more certain than 
that, if he had written always under the compul- 
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sion of necessity, the world would have lost the 
finest and most characteristic fruits of his genius. 

Politics had furnished him with the opportu- 
nity of acquiring an honorable competency far 
earlier and far easier than he could have hoped to 
acquire it in literature, and in doing this politics 
had exhausted the benefits which it could bestow 
upon him. Higher posts in the political hierarchy 
could contribute nothing now to his comfort and 
very little to his fame — ^the names of the great 
majority of cabinet ministers are forgotten within 
a month after their successors are gazetted — wliilo 
literature beckoned him to pursuits which were 
after all the most congenial to his tastes and am- 
bition, and which alone could transmit his name 
to ^* the next ages." 

In the remote quiet of his Indian home, Ma- 
caulay was keenly sensible of all this. Writing to 
a friend in December, 1835, he says : 

" What my course of life will be when I retnm to Eng- 
land is very doubtful. But I am more than half deter- 
mined to abandon politics, and to give myself wholly to 
letters ; to undertake some great historical work which 
may be at once the business and the amusement of my 
life; and to leave the pleasures of pestiferous rooms, 
sleepless nights, aching heads, and diseased stomachs, to 
Roebuck and to Praed. 

" In England I might probably be of a very different 
opinion. But, in the quiet of my own little grass-plot — 
when the moon, as its rising, finds me with the ^ Phi- 
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loctetes' or the *De Finibas' in my hand — I often 
wonder what strange infatuation leads men, who can 
do something better, to squander their intellect, their 
health, their energy, on such objects as those which most 
statesmen are engaged in pursuing. I comprehend per- 
fectly how a man who can debate, but who would make 
a very indiflferent figure as a contributor to an annual or 
a magazine — such a man as Stanley, for example — should 
take the only line by which he can attain distinction. 
But that a man before whom the two paths of literature 
and politics lie open, and who might hope for eminence 
in either, should choose politics, and quit literature, seems 
to me madness. On the one side are health, leisure, 
peace of mind, the search after truth, and all the enjoy- 
ments of friendship and conversation. On the other 
side are almost certain ruin to the constitution, constant 
labor, constant anxiety. Every friendship which a man 
may have becomes precai'ious as soon as he engages 
in politics. As to abuse, men soon become callous to 
it ; but the discipline which makes them callous is very 
severe. And for what is it that a man, who might, 
if he chose, rise and lie down at his own hour, engage 
in any study, enjoy any amusement, and visit any place, 
consents to make himself as much a prisoner as if he 
were within the rules of the Fleet; to be tethered dur- 
ing eleven months of the year within the circle of half 
a mile round Oharing Cross; to sit, or stand, night 
after night for ten or twelve hours, inhaling a noisome 
atmosphere, and listening to harangues of which nine 
tenths are far below the level of a leading article in a 
newspaper ? For what is it that he submits, day after 
day, to see the morning break over the Thames, and then 
totters home, with bursting temples, to his bed ? Is it 
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for fame? Who would compare the fame of Charles 
Townshend to that of Hume, that of Lord North to that 
of Gibbon, that of Lord Chatham to that of Johnson ? 
Who can look back on the life of Burke, and not regret 
that the years which he passed in ruining his health 
and temper by political exertions were not passed in the 
composition of some great and durable work? Who can 
read the letters to Atticus, and not feel that Oicero would 
have been an infinitely happier and better man, and a not 
less celebrated man, if he had left us fewer speeches, and 
more Academic Questions and Tusculan Disputations ? if 
he had passed the time which he spent in brawling with 
Vatinius and Olodius in producing a history of Rome 
superior even to that of Livy ? But these, as I said, are 
meditations in a quiet garden, situated far beyond the 
contagious influence of English faction. What I might 
feel if I again saw Downing Street and Palace Yard is an- 
other question. I tell you sincerely my present feelings." 

That these feelings persisted at least until after 
his arrival in England is shown by the following 
letter to Napier : 

** 8 Claboeb Stbbbt, London, Jwm 14, 1838. 

" Dbab Napieb : I did not need your letter to satisfy 
me of your kindness, and of the pleasure which my ar- 
rival would give you. I have returned with a small in- 
dependence, but still an independence. All my tastes 
and wishes lead me to prefer literature to politics. When 
I say this to my friends here, some of them think that I 
am out of my wits, and others that I am coquetting to 
raise my price. I, on the other hand, believe that I am 
wise, and know that I am sincere. 

"Ever yours most truly, T. B. Maoaulay." 
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He sketched the plan of his History, and even 
spoke of taking up his residence elsewhere than in 
London, in order to escape the distraction of a town 
life. In October he started. for a tour of Italy, 
making the round of the usual sights, and enjoying 
them immensely. While in Florence he received 
a confidential letter from Lord Melbourne offering 
him the post of Judge- Advocate, with a salary of 
£2,500 a year. This offer he was wise enough to 
decline without hesitation, but accompanied his 
refusal with the intimation that a seat in the Cabi- 
net might tempt him to enter political life again. 
And thus, at the first note of the siren, was Macau- 
lay swerved from that course which he had marked 
out for himself in the comparative calm of his re- 
tirement, and in which, if he had steadily persisted, 
his History would probably have been something 
more than the splendid fragment which it now is. 

It would be unjust, however, not to point out 
that Macaulay was actuated in his return to politi- 
cal life quite as much by a chivalrous sense of 
duty as by ambition. He was keenly sensible that 
for his present independence he was indebted 
largely to his political reputation and his party 
friends, and he felt that there would be something 
like ingratitude in refusing to render his party 
such assistance as he could, provided he were 
placed in such a position that his services would 
be really helpful to his friends and at the same 
time honorable to himself. 
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And the Cabinet was just then in need of all 
the help it could get from any quarter. After 
the stormy and heated session of 1835 its fortunes 
had steadily declined ; its measures were regular- 
ly mangled and curtailed in the Commons and 
quashed in the House of Lords ; sterile debates^ 
marked by angry personal quarrels, had taken the 
place of vigorous legislation ; one election after 
another showed the rising discontent of the peo- 
ple ; and, to quote the words of Mr. Trevelyan, 
" the month of May, 1839, saw the leaders of the 
great party, which had marched into office across 
the steps of a throne, standing feebly at bay be- 
hind the petticoats of their wives and sisters." 
The time indeed had come when they had need 
of all the eloquence they could muster; and when, 
toward the end of May, the elevation to the peer- 
age of Mr. Abercromby, the Speaker, left a seat 
at Edinburgh vacant, the Ministers exerted all 
their influence to have Macaulay accepted as the 
Whig candidate. The electors, not insensible to 
the honor of being represented by so distinguished 
a man, gave a willing response, and he was re- 
turned without opposition. 

In the then existing state of affairs, the posi- 
tion of an independent member, representing such 
a constituency as that of Edinburgh, was far more 
grateful to Macaulay than any office could have 
been, and he seems really to have enjoyed the first 
months of his return to public life. He signal- 



128 LORD MACAULAY. 

ized his reentrance upon the Parliamentary stage 
by a number of speeches in which he revived and 
justified the memories of his former eloquence, 
though Jeffrey, writing from London on April 
7, 1840, says : " The general opinion is that he 
has not succeeded as a debater as much as was ex- 
pected — ^too scholastic and purely argumentative, 
with too little playfulness or personality. But 
he can not fail in the long run, and the general 
opinion of his talents is as high as ever." 

His election to Parliament, however, was gen- 
erally regarded as merely preliminary to his ele- 
vation to high office, and with the rapidly declin- 
ing fortunes of the Ministry it became every day 
more necessary for them to lay hold of every prop. 
On September 2, 1839, Macaulay writes to Napier : 
^^ Office was never within my memory so little at- 
tractive, and, therefore, I fear I can not, as a man 
of spirit, flinch if it is offered to me." On the 
20th he announces to the same correspondent that 
Lord Melbourne had made him an offer of the 
Secretaryship at War, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

He accepted the offer without any show of re- 
luctance, yet without elation, and he addressed 
himself to the duties of his position with his cus- 
tomary zeal and vigor ; but he had hardly attained 
to what was supposed to be the culminating point 
of his ambition and success before he began to 
fret under the restraints which it imposed. In 
April, 1841, we find him writing: "I pine for 
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liberty and ease, freedom of speech, and freedom 
of pen. I have all that I want — a small compe- 
tence, domestic happiness, good health and spir- 
its. If, at forty, I can get from under this yoke, 
I shall not easily be induced to bear it again.^^ 

Fortunately, release from the yoke was not 
long delayed. The sessions of 1840 and 1841 
were marked by a series of confused and angry dis- 
cussions, chiefly on Irish affairs, in which even 
Macaulay's eloquence could not prevent the Min- 
istry from steadily losing ground. Every impor- 
tant measure they proposed was wrecked in the 
House or rejected by the Peers, and at last the 
Government was reduced to such a plight that 
"it could neither stand with decency nor fall with 
grace." At length, on June 4, 1841, after a hotly 
contested debate lasting five days, a vote of want 
of confidence was passed, and the Ministry re- 
solved upon a dissolution of Parliament and an 
appeal to the people. The result was conclusive. 
Scotland remained faithful to the Liberal cause, 
and Macaulay was returned unopposed ; but in 
England, where the Ministerial concessions to the 
Eree-Traders had alarmed the most powerful in- 
terest in the nation, the Whigs were smitten hip 
and thigh, and reduced to a scarcely more than re- 
spectable Parliamentary Opposition. No alterna- 
tive now remained to the Melbourne Ministry but 
to step down and out. 

That Macaulay, at least, was neither surprised 
9 
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nor grieved by the change of government is sho^n 
by the following extract from a letter which he 
wrote immediately after the decision of the elec- 
tors was made known : 

" I am not at all disappointed by the elections. They 
have ended very nearly as I expected. I can truly say 
that I have not for many years been so happy as I am 
at present. Before I went to India, I had no prospect, 
in the event of a change of government, except that of 
living by my pen, and seeing my sisters governesses. In 
India I was an exile. When I came ba^k, I was for a 
time at liberty. Bnt I had before me the prospect of 
parting in a few months, probably for ever, with my 
dearest sister and her children. That misery was re- 
moved. But I found myself in office, a member of a Gov- 
ernment wretchedly weak and struggling for existence. 
Now I am free. I am independent. lam in Parliament, 
as honorably seated as man can be. My family is com- 
fortably off. I have leisure for literature, yet I am not 
reduced to the necessity of writing for money. If I had 
to choose a lot from all that there are in human life, I 
am not sure that I should prefer any to that which has 
fallen to me. I am sincerely and thoroughly contented." 

So large a share of Macaulay's happiness was 
centered in his domestic and family relations 
that when he describes himself as ^* sincerely and 
thoroughly contented" it may be inferred from 
that alone that these relations were in a satisfac- 
tory state. And such indeed was the case at this 
time. When his brother-in-law had accompanied 
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him from India in 1838, it was on a leave of ab- 
sence which, at best, it was not hoped could be 
prolonged beyond a year, and this was the one 
drop of gall in Macaulay's cup at this otherwise 
happy period; but in 1839 Mr. Trevelyan most 
unexpectedly received the appointment of Assis- 
tant Secretary of the Treasury. " This event,*' 
writes Lady Trevelyan, " of course made England 
our home during your uncle's life. He could 
never afterward speak of it without emotion. 
Throughout the autumn of 1839, his misery at 
the prospect of our return to India was the most 
painful and hourly trial ; and when the joy and 
relief came upon us it restored the spring and flow 
of his spirits. He took a house in Great George 
Street, and insisted on our all living together ; 
and a most happy year 1840 was." Toward the end 
of the year the Trevelyans removed to Clapham, 
within easy reach ; and Macaulay then quartered 
himself in a commodious set of rooms on a second 
floor of the Albany, "a situation," as he says, 
*^ which no younger son of a duke need be 
ashamed to put on his card." Here, with his con- 
stantly-growing library around him, he led a life 
peculiarly suited to his taste — "college life at the 
West End of London." 

Irksome as Macaulay found the exactions of 
his official life to be, the amount of literary work 
which he accomplished at this period would 
seem to show that the yoke must on the whole 
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have sat lightly upon him. It was during this 
time that his contributions to the "Edinburgh 
Eeview" were most copious and most valuable. 
The essays on " Church and State/* " Lord Clive," 
"Eanke's History of the Popes," and "Warren 
Hastings, " and the sketch of Lord Holland, were 
all the product of this prolific and teeming period ; 
and his correspondence shows that he was medi- 
tating as many other themes which never found 
him with the leisure requisite for their treatment. 
One would have supposed that a Cabinet Minister 
who, besides bearing the burden of his own de- 
partment, was the chief spokesman and defender 
in the House of Commons of a desperately strug- 
gling Ministry, would have had occupation enough 
in the political sphere ; but there was probably 
no period of Macaulay's life when literary work 
was at once so easy and so grateful to him. 

Though not published until somewhat later (in 
1842) the "Lays of Ancient Rome" were also, m 
part at least, the product of this period. Macau- 
lay speaks of them in a letter as having been the 
amusement of his leisure in India ; but, while it 
is probable that they were planned and perhaps 
partially composed at a time when his mind was 
saturated with classic literature, it is nearly cer- 
tain that they were given their final shape and 
equipped for the press during the period under 
notice. The first mention of them that we find 
is in an entry in his diary under date of December 
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18^ 1838. He was then sight-seeing in Bome^ 
and records that he had just altered some part of 
" Horatius " to his mind. Under date of Febru- 
ary 13, 1839, he mentions that he went "to Ellis 
and repeated to him 'Bomulus,' the alterations 
in ^Horatius,' and the beginning of ^Virginia."* 
Other letters of the period refer to them, and 
finally, in July, 1842, he announces to Napier 
that he proposes to publish them the next No- 
vember. He thinks that, " though they are but 
trifles, they may pass for scholar-like and not in- 
elegant trifles " ; and though, when published, 
their success was immediate and most flattering, 
his judgment of them remained the same. In a 
letter dated November 16, 1842, he says : 

^' Almost all my friends, I believe, expected that I 
should produce something deserving only to be bound 
up with Lord John's unlucky ' Don Carlos.' So much 
the better for me. Where people look for no merit, a 
little merit goes a great waj ; and, without the smallest 
affectation of modesty, I confess that the success of mj 
little book has far exceeded its just claims. I shall be in 
no hurry to repeat the experiment ; for I am well aware 
that a second attempt would be made under much less 
favorable circumstances. A far more severe test would 
now be applied to my verses. I shall, therefore, like a 
wise gamester, leave off while I am a winner, and not 
cry Double or Quits." 

But highly as we may estimate such essays as 
those on Lord Olive, Warren Hastings, and Bankers 
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History of the Popes, sorry as we should be to 
lose the Koman Lays, we can hardly avoid the 
feeling that even these are not an entirely ade- 
quate product of the period when the faculties, 
the health, and the energy of Macaulay were at 
their prime ; and the most gratifying result of his 
loss of office was that it left him at liberty to de- 
vote himself to that great work, the plan of which 
had already lain long in his mind awaiting the 
leisure to prosecute it. 



VI. 

THE "HI8T0BY OF ENGLAKD." 

It has been shown in a previous chapter that 
Macaulay regarded his Essays as purely ephem- 
eral productions. The popular demand which 
compelled him to publish them in book form, and 
their great and immediate success when so pub- 
lished, did not alter his opinion of their charac- 
ter, but only confirmed him in the resolve to pro- 
duce something which should be in all respects 
worthy of his powers and his reputation. His 
correspondence shows that, during the earlier 
years of his connection with the *^ Edinburgh Ee- 
view," his contributions were, as he says, the 
amusement of his leisure and a convenient re- 
source for eking out an inadequate income. If 
he valued them at all for any other reason than 
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these, it was because they furthered those politi- 
cal aspirations which at that period were predom- 
inant in his mind. 

Very soon, however, in spite of his success in 
the House of Commons, Macaulay discovered that 
politics were but little more to his liking than the 
law had been ; and, the applause accorded to his 
Essays having convinced him that an honorable 
career in letters lay open to him, the strong bent 
of his mind was not long in asserting itself. It was 
while he was in India, if we may judge from his 
correspondence, that he first deliberately balanced 
against each other the relative attractions of poli- 
tics and letters, giving an unqualified verdict in 
favor of letters ; and it was there that he first 
conceived the idea of devoting himself to some 
work which should entitle him to an enduring 
place in the literature of his country. From that 
time, though politics still claimed a large share 
of his attention, his ambition and his interest 
were absorbed almost entirely by his literary work, 
and we have already seen that as time went on he 
became more and more impatient of the restraints 
of public life. 

Simultaneously with the resolve to devote the 
prime of his life to letters instead of politics arose 
the conviction that history was that department 
of letters in which he was best adapted to succeed. 
No writer has ever formed a juster or more accu- 
rate estimate of the quality and limitations of his 



136 LORD MAOAULAY. 

own powers than did Macanlay. Though his lit- 
erary verdicts have molded the opinions of two gen- 
erations of readers, he never valued himself great- 
ly upon his criticism ; and the enormous popular- 
ity of his ^^Lays of Ancient Rome" never misled 
him for a moment into imagining himself a poet in 
that high sense which would justify him in divert- 
ing his attention from other things to the cultiva- 
tion of poetry. In a letter to Mr. Napier, who had 
asked him to review Lockhart's "Life of Scott," 
he says : " I have done my best to ascertain what 
I can and what I can not do. There are exten- 
sive classes of subjects which I think myself able 
to treat as few people can treat them. After this, 
you can not suspect me of any affectation of mod- 
esty. And you will, therefore, believe that I tell you 
what I sincerely think when I say that I am not 
successful in analyzing the effect of works of ge- 
nius. I have written several things on historical, 
political, and moral questions, of which I am not 
ashamed, and by which I should be willing to be 
estimated. . But I have never written a page of 
criticism' on poetry or the fine arts which I would 
not bum if I had the power. . . . Hazlitt used 
to say of himself, 'I am nothing if not critical.' 
The case with me is directly the reverse. I have 
a strong and acute enjoyment of great works of 
the imagination ; but I have never habituated 
myself to dissect them. Perhaps I enjoy them 
the more keenly for that very reason. Such 
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books as Lessing's ^ Laoeoon/ such passages as the 
criticism on * Hamlet * in * Wilhelm Meister/ fill me 
with wonder and despair." 

To history he was drawn alike by his tastes, 
his inclinations, and his studies. Of his Essays, 
those dealing with historical or biographical 
subjects are incomparably the best; and even 
before the thought of writing a formal history 
had occurred to him he was more profoundly 
versed than any living Englishman in the history 
of his country. The essay on History which he 
contributed to the "Edinburgh Review" for 
May, 1828, is particularly interesting as showing 
the early period at which he had begun to medi- 
tate upo^ the nature and aims of historical com- 
position. That essay is in the main a summary 
characterization of the leading historians, ancient 
and modem, but it was evidently written chiefly 
for the purpose of enabling the author to record 
his views upon history in general. As these views 
remained unaltered, and at a later period deter- 
mined the character of Macaulay's own work, it 
is worth while, perhaps, to reproduce the more 
significant passages. Here is a paragraph near 
the beginning of the essay, in which he enumer- 
ates the qualities which the ideal historian should 
possess : 

" History, it has been said, is philosophy teaching by 
examples. Unhappily, what the philosophy gains in 
soundness and depth the examples generally lose in 
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vividness. A perfect historiaD must possess an imagi- 
nation snfficienily powerful to make his narrative affeot- 
ing and picturesque. Yet he must control it so abso- 
lutely as to content himself with the materials which he 
finds, and to refrain from supplying deficiencies by addi- 
tions of his own. He must be a profound and ingenious 
reasoner. Yet he must possess suf&cient self-command 
to abstain from casting his facts in the mold of his hy- 
pothesis. Those who can justly estimate these almost 
insuperable difficulties will not think it strange that 
every writer should have failed, either in the narrative 
or in the speculative department of history." 

Further on, he complains that while historians 
are practicing all the arts of controversy they mis- 
erably neglect the art of narrative — the art of in- 
teresting the affections and presenting pictures to 
the imagination : 

** The writers of history seem to entertain an aristo- 
cratical contempt for the writers of memoirs. They 
think it beneath the dignity of men who describe the 
revolutions of nations to dwell on the details which con- 
stitute the charm of biography. They have imposed on 
themselves a code of conventional decencies as absurd as 
that which has been the bane of the French drama. 
"The most characteristic and interesting circumstances 
are omitted or softened down, because, as we are told, 
they are too trivial for the majesty of history. The 
m£yesty of history seems to resemble the m«gesty of the 
poor King of Spain, who died a martyr to ceremony be- 
cause the proper dignitaries were not at hand to render 
him assistance. 
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" That history would be more amusing if this etiquette 
were relaxed will, we suppose, be acknowledged. But 
would it be less dignified or less useful ? What do we 
mean when we say that one past event is important and 
another insignificant? No past event has any intrinsic 
importance. The knowledge of it is valuable only as it 
leads us to form just calculations with respect to the fu- 
ture. A history which does not serve this purpose, 
though it may be filled with battles, treaties, and com- 
motions, is as useless as the series of turnpike tickets 
collected by Sir Matthew Mite. 

"Let us suppose that Lord Clarendon, instead of filling 
hundreds of folio pages with copies of state papers, in 
which the same assertions and contradictions are repeat- 
ed till the reader is overpowered with weariness, had 
condescended to be the Boswell of the Long Parliament. 
Let us suppose that he had exhibited to us the wise and 
lofty self-government of Hampden, leading while he 
seemed to follow, and propounding unanswerable argu- 
ments in the strongest foruis with the modest air of an 
inquirer anxious for information ; the delusions which 
misled the noble spirit of Vane ; the coarse fanaticism 
which concealed the yet loftier genius of Cromwell, des- 
tined to control a mutinous army and a factious people, 
to abase the flag of Holland, to arrest the victorious arms 
of Sweden, and to hold the balance firm between the 
rival monarchies of France and Spain. Let us suppose 
that he had made his Cavaliers and Boundheads talk in 
their own style ; that he had reported some of the rib- 
aldry of Rupert's pages, and some of the cant of Har- 
rison and Fleetwood. Would not his work in that case 
have been more interesting ? Would it not have been 
more accurate ? 
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/"" 

" A history Ui which every particular incident may be 

ofcriie may on the whole be false. The circumstances 
which have most influence on the happiness of mankind, 
the changes of manners and morals, the transition of com- 
munities from poverty to wealth, from knowledge to ig- 
norance, from ferocity to humanity — ^these are, for the 
most part, noiseless revolutions. Their progress is rarely 
indicated by what historians are pleased to call impor- 

jtant events. They are not achieved by armies, or enact- 
ed by senates. They are sanctioned by no treaties and 
recorded in no archives. They are carried on in every 
school, in every church, behind ten thousand counters, 
at ten thousand firesides. The upper current of society 
presents no certain criterion by which we can judge of 
the direction in which the under current flows. We 
read of defeats and victories. But we know that nations 
may be miserable amid victories and prosperous amid 
defeats. We read of the fall of wise ministers and of the 
rise of profligate favorites. But we must remember how 
small a proportion the good or evil effected by a single 
statesman can bear to the good or evil of a great social 
system. 

" Bishop Watson compares a geologist to a gnat mount- 
ed on an elephant, and laying down theories as to the 
internal structure of the vast animal, from the phenom- 
ena of the hide. The comparison is unjust to the geol- 
ogists; but it is very applicable to those historians who 
write as if the body politic were homogeneous, who look 
only on the surface of affairs, and never think of the 
mighty and various organization which lies deep be- 
low." 

Returning again to the definition of the per- 
fect historian^ he says : 
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" The perfect historian is he in whose work the char- 
acter and spirit of an age is exhibited in miniatare. He 
relates no fact, he attributes no expression to his charac- 
ters, which is not authenticated by safBcient testimony.. 
But, by judicious selection, rejection, aud arrangement, 
lie gives to truth those attractions which have been 
usurped by fiction. In his narrative a due subordination 
is observed : some transactions are prominent ; others 
retire. But the scale on which he represents them is 
increased or diminished, not according to the dignity of 
the persons concerned in them, but according to the de- 
gree in which they elucidate the condition of society and 
the nature of man. He shows us the court, the camp, 
and the senate. But he shows us also the nation. He 
considers no anecdote, no peculiarity of mnnner, no fa- 
miliar saying, as too insignificant for his notice which is 
not too insignificant to illustrate the operation of laws, 
of religion, and of education, and to mark the progress 
of the human mind. Men will not merely be described, 
but will be made intimately known to us. The changes 
of manners will be indicated, not merely by a few gen- 
eral phrases or a few extracts from statistical documents, 
but by appropriate images presented in every line." 

More than a dozen years intervened between 
the penning of these paragraphs and the begin- 
ning of Macaulay^s own historical labors, yet in 
them will be found the theory upon which he 
worked and the ideal at which he aimed, and 
there has been no more graphic summary of the 
features m which his history differs from all pre- 
vious works in a similar field. 

According to Mr. Trevelyan, the first germ of 
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Macaulay's ^^ History of England *' is to be sought 
in the prize essay which he wrote while at college 
in competition for a reward of ten pounds provid- 
ed by a certain Mr. Greaves for '* the junior bach- 
elor of Trinity College who wrote the best essay 
on the ^Conduct and Character of William the 
Third.' " The essay obtained the prize and is said 
to be still in existence ; and it is a remarkable tes- 
timony to the early maturity of Macaulay's powers 
that this youthful performance contains a vivid 
and accurate outline of that great work in whose 
pages William of Orange stands as the central fig- 
ure. "The characters of James, of Shaftesbury, 
of William himself ; the Popish plot ; the strug- 
gle over the Exclusion Bill ; the reaction from 
Puritanic rigor into the license of the Eestoration, 
are drawn on the same lines and painted in the 
same colors as those with which the world is now 
familiar. The style only wants condensation, and 
a little of the humor which he had not yet learned 
to transfer from his conversation to his writings, 
in order to be worthy of his mature powers.'' 

If this was indeed the origin of Macaulay's 
magnum opus, then the somewhat eccentric mu- 
nificence of Mr. Greaves produced results for which 
even he would scarcely have ventured to hope ; 
but it is more likely to have been a mere coinci- 
dence than a determining fact, and at any rate the 
scheme lay dormant for many years in the au- 
thor's mind. It was in India, as we have seen. 
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that Macaulay formed the resolution to undertake 
**some great historical work" which might be 
at once the business and the amusement of his 
life ; but the first indication that the design had 
taken definite shape in his mind is to be found in 
a letter which he wrote to Mr. Napier shortly 
after his return to England in 1838. In this let- 
ter he deqjares himself " sick of the monotonous 
succession of parties," and determined to quit 
politics for letters, and then adds : 

^^ There is little chance that I shall see Scotland this 
year. In the aatnmn I shall probably set oat for Rome, 
and retnm to London in the spring. As soon as I re- 
turn, I shall seriously commence my History. The first 
part (which, 1 think, will take up five octavo volumes) 
will extend from the Revolution to the commencement 
of Sir Robert Walpole's long administration ; a period of 
three or four and thirty very eventful years. From the 
commencement of Walpole's administration to the com- 
mencement of the American war, events may be dis- 
patched more concisely. From the commencement of 
the American war it will again become necessary to be 
copious. These, at least, are my present notions. How 
far I shall bring the narrative down I have not deter- 
mined. The death of George the Fourth would be the 
best halting-place. The History would then be an en- 
tire view of all transactions which took place, between 
the Revolution which brought the Grown into harmony 
with the Parliament, and the Revolution which brought 
the Parliament into harmony with the nation. But 
there are great and obvious objections to contempo- 
rary history. To be sure, if I live to be seventy, the 
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events of George the Fourth's reign will be to me then 
what the American war and the Coalition are to me now." 

During the continental tour above referred to 
his thoughts appear to have been about equally 
divided between the proposed History and the 
" Lays of Ancient Eome " which he was then revis- 
ing amid the scenes where the events described in 
them are supposed to have occurred. In his jour- 
nal, under date of December 18, 1838, is the fol- 
lowing entry : 

*' I staid at home till late, reading and meditating. I 
have altered some parts of ' Horatios ' to my mind ; and 
I have thought a good deal during the last few days 
about my History. The great difficulty of a work of 
this kind is the beginning. How is it to be joined on to 
the preceding events ? Where am I to commence it ? I 
can not plunge, slap-dash, into the middle of events and 
characters. I can not, on the other hand, write a history 
of the whole reign of James the Second as a preface to 
the history of William the Third ; and, if I did, a history 
of Charles the Second would still be equally necessary, 
as a preface to that of the reign of James the Second. I 
sympathize with the poor man who began the war of 
Troy ' gemino ab ovo.' But, after much consideration, 
I think" that I can manage, by the help of an introduc- 
tory chapter or two, to glide imperceptibly into the full 
current of my narrative. I am more and more in love 
with the subject. I really think that posterity will not 
willingly let my book die." 

Early in the following year appeared another 
entry, brief but interesting : 
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^^IHday, Ma/rch dfhx I began my History with a 
sketch of the early revolutions of England. Pretty well ; 
but a little too stately and rhetorical." 

What progress was made at that time is not 
known, but it must have been very slight, as the 
author was chiefly occupied in collecting material, 
and within a few months was drawn once more 
into the political field which he had declared him- 
self resolved to abandon. During the events re- 
corded in the last chapter, the History appears to 
have been laid aside entirely ; such leisure as Ma- 
caulay could snatch from his parliamentary and 
official duties being used in writing essays for the 
" Edinburgh Eeview," to which at this period he 
contributed more copiously than ever. 

Comment has often been made upon the ever- 
to-be-regretted fact that while Macaulay could 
make opportunities for frequent articles in the 
*^ Review," and while his health was being im- 
paired by the double strain to which he thus sub- 
jected himself, he allowed the great work which 
should have absorbed all his energies to remain en- 
tirely in abeyance. But he has himself given what 
is doubtless the true explanation of the matter. In 
a letter written at a later period he says : " There 
are people who can carry on twenty works at a 
time. Southey would write the history of Brazil 
before breakfast, an ode after breakfast, then the 
history of the Peninsular War till dinner, and an 
article for the ^ Quarterly Review ' in the evening. 
10 
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But I am of a different temper. I never write to 
please myself until my subject has for the time 
driven away every other out of my head. When 
I turn from one work to another a great deal of 
time is lost in the mere transition." A review 
article he could dash off in a week, during one of 
those intervals when the House of Commons was 
engaged in routine business; but a continuous 
work like his History demanded his undivided 
attention, and, as soon as he set himself seriously 
to his historical labors, he ceased entirely to 
write for the ** Review" and was very rarely in 
his seat in the House. 

In the mean time two precious years had been 
lost, and it was not until the latter part of 1841 
that he was able to resume the work which had 
been planned in 1838 and begun in 1839. With 
what eagerness and enthusiasm he resumed it is 
shown by his correspondence at this period. 
Within a month or two after the downfall of the 
Melbourne ministry had released him from the 
cares of office, he writes to Mr. Napier (under 
date of November 5, 1841) : 

" I have at last began my historical labors ; I can hard- 
ly say with how much interest and delight. I really do 
not think that there is in our literature so great a void , 
as that which I am trying to supply. English history, 
from 1688 to the French Revolution, is, even to educated 
people, almost a terra incognita. I will venture to say 
that it is quite an even chance whether even such a man 
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as EmpsoD, or Senior, can repeat accnrately the names 
of the prime ministers of that time in order. The ma- 
terials of an amasing narrative are immense. I shall not 
be satisfied anless I produce somethinsr which shall for 
a few days supersede the last fashionable novel on the 
tables of jonng ladies." 

Even now, however, when he had addressed 
himself systematically to his task, the work did 
not progress with that rapidity which might have 
been expected from a writer who was accustomed 
to devot.e but a few weeks to the most elaborate 
of his essays. The delay was due in part to the 
demands which public affairs still made upon his 
attention. Though he had ceased to be a member 
of the GovemmenJ;, Macaulay was still one of the 
most influential members of the House of Com- 
mons, and as long as he could be instrumental in 
furthering objects which he considered good, his 
sense of duty would not permit him to with- 
draw into that seclusion which m a man of letters 
he craved. During the five years following 1841 
he was regular in his attendance at the House, 
he participated in nearly all the set party fights 
that from time to time took place, and, when 
subjects came to the front on which his knowl- 
edge was great and his opinion strongly marked, 
he interposed with decisive effect. How seri- 
ously this interfered with his literary labors may 
be inferred from a letter which he wrote in 1845. 
"Parliamentary business," he says, "prevents 
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me from writing a line. I am preparing for 
Lord John's debate on sugar, and for Joseph 
Hume's debate on India; and it is one of my 
infirmities — an infirmity, I grieve to say, quite 
incurable — that I can not correctly and heart- 
ily apply my mind to several subjects together. 
When an approaching debate is in my head, 
it is to no purpose that I sit down at my desk to 
write history, and I soon get up again in disgust." 
All the leisure that he could command was loyally 
devoted to his History, but it was not until his 
defeat at Edinburgh in 1847 released him alto- 
gether from public life that he was able to put the 
finishing touches to his first two volumes. 

But, if the delay was partly due to the inter- 
ruptions of politics, it was due at least as much 
to the minute and painstaking care which he be- 
stowed upon his work. No writer ever deserved 
better than Macaulay the compliment which Cecil 
paid to Sir Walter Raleigh : **I know that he can 
labor terribly." In the letter to Mr. Napier in 
which he first sketches the outline of the History, 
he announces his intention to " visit the scenes 
of all the principal events both in Great Britain 
and Ireland, and also on the Continent " ; and 
this intention he faithfully and systematically car- 
ried out. He saw Glencoe in rain and in sun- 
shine ; he paid a second visit to Killiecrankie for 
the special purpose of walking up the old road 
that skirts the Garry, in order to verify the re- 
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ceiyed accounts of the time spent by the English 
aomy in mounting the pass which they were to 
descend at a quicker rate ; and he spent a fort- 
night in examining the scenes of the Irish war. 
Two days were passed in Londonderry. "He 
penetrated into every comer where there still 
lurked a vestige of the past, and called upon every 
inhabitant who was acquainted with any tradition 
worth the hearing. He drove through the sub- 
urbs ; he sketched a ground-plan of the streets ; 
alone or in company, he walked four times round 
the wall of the city for which he was to do what 
Thucydides had done for Plataea." Many note- 
books were filled with the gleanings and impres- 
sions of these visits ; and the result is that Macau- 
lay's descriptive passages have a sharpness of out- 
line and a vividness of coloring which make the 
corresponding pictures of other historians seem 
pale and indistinct. 

Nor was Macaulay less thorough and exhaustive 
in those researches which are thought to fall more 
distinctly within the province of the historian. 
Not content with consulting the commonly accept- 
ed authorities, he gathered enormous stores of 
previously unused material from every public and 
private library in the three kingdoms ; he ran- 
sacked the archives of France and Holland ; he. 
levied upon every department of literature, as well 
as upon the state-paper offices ; he turned over the 
stock in trade of every book-stall in London ; and 
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he studied with tireless patience every pamphlet 
or eyen street-song upon which he could lay his 
hands. Nothing came amiss to him provided it 
threw even the feeblest ray of light upon any por- 
tion of the period under treatment ; and what- 
ever he had once possessed himself of was produ- 
^ cible at a moment's notice. " Take at hazard," 
says Thackeray, " any three pages of the Essays 
or History ; and, glimmering below the stream 
of the narrative, you, an average reader, see one, 
two, three, a half-score of allusions to other his- 
toric facts, characters, literature, poetry, with 

—which you are acquainted. Your neighbor, who 
has Ms reading and his little stock of literature 
stowed away in his mind, shall detect more points, 
allusions, happy touches, indicating not only the 
prodigious memory and vast learning of this mas- 
ter, but the wonderful industry, the honest, hum- 

-'-ble previous toil of this great scholar. He reads 
twenty books to write a sentence ; he travels a 
hundred miles to make a line of description." 

In regard to Macaulay's method of composi- 
tion Mr. Trevelyan furnishes some highly inter- 
esting details : " As soon as he had got into his 
head all the information relating to any particu- 
lar episode in his History (such, for instance, as 
Argyll's expedition to Scotland, or the attainder 
of Sir John Fenwick, or the calling in of the 
clipped coinage), he would sit down and write off 
the whole story at a headlong pace ; sketching in 
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the outlines under the genial and audacious im- 
pulse of a first conception ; and securing in black 
and white each idea, and epithet, and turn of 
phrase, as it flowed straight from his busy brain 
to his rapid fingers. His manuscript, at this 
stage, to the eyes of any one but himself, appeared 
to consist of column af t«r column of dashes and 
flourishes, in which a straight line, with a half- 
formed letter at each end and another in the mid- 
dle, did duty for a word. It was from amid a 
chaos of such hieroglyphics that Lady Trevelyan, 
after her brother's death, deciphered that account 
of the last days of William which fitly closes the 
History. As soon as Macaulay had finished his 
rough draft, he began to fill it in at the rate of 
six sides of foolscap every morning ; written in so 
large a hand, and with such a multitude of era- 
sures, that the whole six pages were, on an aver- 
age, compressed into two pages of print. This 
portion he called his *task,' and he was never 
quite easy unless he completed it daily. More he 
seldom sought to accomplish ; for he had learned 
by long experience that this was as much as he 
could do at his best ; and, except when at his best, 
he never would work at all. * I had no heart to 
write,' he says in his journal of March 6, 1851. 
* I am too self-indulgent in this matter, it may be : 
and yet I attribute much of the success which I 
have had to my habit of writing only when I am 
in the humor, and of stopping as soon as the 
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thoughts and words cease to flow fast. There are, 
therefore, few lees in my wine. It is all the 
cream of the hottle.' '^ 

Macaulay never allowed a sentence to pass un- 
til it was as good as he could possibly make it ; 
and he thought little of recasting a chapter in or- 
der to obtain a more lucid arrangement, or of re- 
constructing a paragraph for the sake of one hap- 
py stroke or apt illustration. His journal shows 
that in writing the description of the massacre of 
Glencoe he spent nineteen working days over thir- 
ty octavo pages, and ended by humbly acknowl- 
edging that the result was not to his mind. Nor 
did his labor end with the composition. " When- 
ever one of his books was passing through the 
press, he extended his indefatigable industry and 
his scrupulous precision to the minutest mechan- 
ical drudgery of the literary calling. There was 
no end to the trouble that he devoted to matters 
which most authors are only too glad to leave to 
the care and experience of their publisher. He 
could not rest until the lines were level to a hair's 
breadth, and the punctuation correct to a comma ; 
until every paragraph concluded with a telling 
sentence, and every sentence flowed like run- 
ning water. I remember," says Mr. Trevelyan, 
'' the pleasure with which he showed us a com- 
munication from one of the readers in Mr. Spot- 
tiswoode's office, who respectfully informed him 
that there was one expression, and one only, 
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throughout the two Tolumes, of which he did not 
catch the meaning at a glance." 

Toward the end of 1847 the first two Tolumes 
of the History received their finishing touches, 
and in the spring of 1848 they were placed in the 
hands of Longman & Co. for publication. Ma- 
caulay's journal and correspondence during this 
period are full of allusions to the great work. 
On the 22d of June, he writes to Mr. Longman : 
"If you wish to say ^History of England from 
the Accession of James 11./ I have no objection ; 
but I can not consent to put in anything about an 
Introductory Essay. There is no Introductory 
Essay, unless you call the first Book of Davila 
and the first three chapters of Gibbon Introduc- 
tory Essays." In a letter to his sister Selina he 
says: "Longman seems content with his bar- 
gain.* Jeffrey, Ellis, and Hannah all agree in 
predicting that the book will succeed. I ought 
to add Marian Ellis's judgment ; for her father 
tells me that he can not get tne proof-sheets out 
of her hand. These things keep up my spirits : 
yet I see jBvery day more and more clearly how far 
my performance is below excellence." On the 24th 
of October, 1848, he writes to Lady Trevelyan : 
"I do not know whether you have heard how 
pleasant a day Margaret passed with me. We had 

* The bargain was that Longman should take all the risk of 
publication and that the profits should be divided equally be- 
tween author and publisher. 
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a long walk, a great deal of chat, a very nice din- 
ner, and a quiet, happy evening. That was my 
only holiday last week. I work with scarcely any 
intermission from seven in the morning to seven 
in the afternoon, and shall probafcly continue to 
do so during the next ten days. Then my labors 
will become lighter, and, in about three weeks, 
will completely cease. There will still be a fort- 
night before publication. I have armed myself 
with all my philosophy for the event of a failure. 
Jeffrey, Ellis, Longman, and Mrs. Longman seem 
to think that there is no chance of such a catas- 
trophe. I might add Macleod, who has read the 
third chapter, and professes to be, on the whole, 
better pleased than with any other history he has 
ead. The state of my mind is this : when I com- 
pare my book with what I imagine history ought 
to be, I feel dejected and ashamed ; but, when I 
compare it with some histories which have a high 
"-orepute, I feel reassured.'^ 

The diary shows that as the time of publica- 
tion drew near the author's anxiety and apprehen- 
siveness became painfully intense, but he might 
have spared his fears. Within three days after its 
first appearance, the success of the book was already 
assured. "It was greeted," says Mr. Trevelyan, 
"by an ebullition of national pride and satisfac- 
tion which delighted Macaulay's friends, and rec- 
onciled to him most who remained of his old po- 
litical adversaries." Letters of congratulation and 
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enthusiastic approval poured in upon him from 
every quarter ; the journals of every shade of 
opinion joined in an almost unanimous chorus of 
eulogy ; and Croker's f eehle but acrimonious attack 
upon it in the ** Quarterly Review " was received 
with universal disapprobation. 

It is a characteristic trait of Macaulay that^ as 
soon as his last proof-sheet had been dispatched 
to the printer, he at once set to reading a course 
of historians, from Herodotus downward. The 
sense of his own inferiority to Thucydides did 
more to put him out of conceit with himself than 
any of the unfavorable comments bestowed on 
him in the newspapers and reviews of the day ; 
and now as always he proved himself the severest 
critic of his own work. A few extracts from the 
diary will show the reception which the book met 
with and Macaulay's feelings regarding it : 

" November 29^ ISJ^S^ Wednesday.— I was shocked to 
learn the death of poor Charles BuUer. It took me 
quite by surprise. I could almost cry for him. I found 
copies of my History on my table. The suspense must 
now soon be over. I read my book, and Thucydides's, 
which, I am sorry to say, I found much better than 
mine." 

" December 4 18^8. — Staid at home all the day, mak- 
ing corrections for the second edition. Shaw, the printer, 
came to tell me that they are wanted with speed, and 
that the first edition of three thousand is nearly out. 
Then I read the eighth book of Thucydides. On the 
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whole, he is the first of historians* What is good in him 
is better ttian anything that can be found elsewhere. 
Bnt his drj parts are dreadfully dry, and his arrange- 
ment is bad. Mere chronological order is not the order 
for a complicated narrative. 

*^I have felt to-day somewhat anxious about the fate 
of my book. Tlie sale has surpassed expectation : but 
that proves only that people have formed a high idea of 
what they are to have. The disappointment, if there is 
disappointment, will be great. All that I hear is lauda- 
tory. But who can trust to praise which is poured into 
his own ear ? At all events, I have aimed high ; 1 have 
tried to do something that may be remembered ; I have 
had the year 2000, and, even the year 3000, often in my 
mind; I have sacrificed nothing to temporary fashions 
of thought and style ; and, if I fail, my failure will be 
more honorable than nine tenths of the successes that I 
have witnessed." 

" December 12^ I848. — Longman called. A new edi- 
tion of three thousand copies is preparing as fast as they 
can work. I have reason to be pleased. Of the * Lay of 
the Last Minstrel ' two thousand two hundred and fifty 
copies were sold in the first year ; of * Marmion ' two 
thousand copies in the first month ; of my book three 
thousand copies in ten days. Black says that there has 
been no such sale since the days of ' Waverley.' The 
success is in every way complete beyond all hope, and is 
the more agreeable to me because expectation had been 
wound up so high that disappointment was almost inevi- 
table. I think, though with some misgivings, that the 
book will live. I put two volumes of Foote into my 
pockets, and walked to Clapham. They were reading 
my book again. How happy their praise made me, and 
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how little by comparison I care for any other praise I 
A quiet, happy, affectionate evening. Mr. Conybeare 
makes a criticism, in which Hannah seems to agree, that 
I sometimes repeat myself. I suspect there is truth in 
this. Yet it is very^ hard to know what to do. If an 
important principle is laid down only once, it is unno- 
ticed or forgotten by dull readers, who are the majority. 
If it is inculcated in several places, quick-witted persons 
think that the writer harps too much on one string. 
Probably I have erred on the side of repetition. This is 
really the only important criticism that I have yet heard." 

" January 11, I846, — I am glad to find how well my 
book continues to sell. The second edition of three 
thousand was out of print almost as soon as it appeared, 
and one thousand two hundred and fifty of tlie third 
edition are already bespoken. I hope all this will not 
make me a coxcomb. I feel no intoxicating effect ; but 
a man may be drunk without knowing it. If my abilities 
do not fail me, I shall be a rich man ; as rich, that is to 
flay, as I wish to be. But that I am already, if it were 
not for my dear ones. I am content, and should have 
been so with less. On the whole, I remember no suc- 
cess so complete; and I remember all Byron's poems 
and all Scott's novels.'' 

^^ Saturday, January J^.— Longman has written to 
say that only sixteen hundred copies are left of the third 
edition of five thousand, and that two thousand more 
copies must be immediately printed, still to be called the 
third edition. I went into the Oity to discuss the matter* 
and found William Longman and Green. They con- 
vinced me that the proposed course was right ; but I am 
half afraid of this strange prosperity. Thirteen thousand 
copies, they seem quite confident, will have been taken 
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off in less than six months. Of snch a run I had never 
dreamed. But I had thought that the book would have 
a permanent place in our literature ; and I see no reason 
to alter that opinion. Yet I feel extremely anxious about 
the second part. Can it possibly ooine up to the first? 
Does the subject admit of such vivid description and 
such exciting narrative ? Will not the judgment of the 
public be unduly severe? All this disturbs me. Yet the 
risk must be run ; and whatever art and labor can do 
shall be done.'' 

Some letters to his friend Ellis at this time 
are full of amusing references to his success : 

" March 8, 1849. — At last I have attained true glory^ 
As I walked through Fleet Street the day before yester- 
day, I saw a copy of Hume at a book-seller's window 
with the following label : " Only £2 2s. Hume's ' His- 
tory of England,' in eight volumes, highly valuable as an 
introduction to Macaulay I " I laughed so convulsively 
that the other people who were staring at the books took 
me for a poor demented gentleman. Alas for poor 
David 1 As for me, only one height of renown yet re- 
mains to be attained. I am not yet in Madame Tussaud's 
wax-work. I live, however, in hope of seeing one day 
an advertisement of a new group of figures — Mr. Macau- 
lay, in one of his own coats, conversing with Mr. Silk 
Buckingham in Oriental costume, and Mr. Robert Mont- 
gomery in full canonicals." 

" March 9, 1850. — I have seen the hippopotamus, both 
asleep and awake ; and I can assure you that, awake or 
a-»le8p, he is the ugliest of the works of God. But you 
must hear of my triumphs. Thackeray swears that he 
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was eye-witness and ear- witness of the proudest event of 
my life. Two damsels were just about to pass that door- 
way which we, on Monday, in vain attempted to enter, 
when I was pointed out to them. ' Mr. Maoaulay I ' 
orfed the lovely pair. ' Is that Mr. Maoaulay ? Never 
mind the hippopotamus.' And, having paid a shilling to 
see Behemoth, they left him in the very moment at 
which he was about to display himself to them, in order 
to see — but spare my modesty. I can wish for nothing 
more on earth, now that Madame Tnssaud, in whose 
Pantheon I once hoped for a place, is dead.'' 

In his journal, under date of March 26, 1849, 
he says : " Longman has written to say that 
the third edition is all sold off to the last copy " ; 
and again, under date of May 5th : "A thousand 
of the fifth edition bespoken.'' Another entry 
is as follows : 

^^ June 30^ 1849, — ^To-day my yearly account with 
Lopgman is wound up. I may now say that my book 
has run the gauntlet of criticism pretty thoroughly. I 
have every reason to be content. The most savage and 
dishonest assailant has not been able to deny me merit 
as a writer. All critics who have the least pretense to 
impartiality have given n>e praise which I may be glad 
to think that I at all deserve. My present enterprise is 
a more arduous one, and will probably be rewarded with 
less applause. Yet I feel strong in hope." 

Great, however, as was the success which the 
History achieved in England, that which it 
met with in the United States was greater still. 
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On the 4th of April, 1849, Messrs. Harper, of 
New York, wrote to Macaulay : " We beg you to 
accept herewith a copy of our cheap edition of 
your work. There have been three other editions 
published by different houses, and another is now 
in preparation ; so there will be six different edi- 
tions in the market. We have already sold forty 
thousand copies, and we presume that over sixty 
thousand copies have been disposed of. Probably, 
within three months of this time, the sale will 
amount to two hundred thousand copies. No 
work, of any kind, has ever so completely taken 
our whole country by storm." In Paris and 
Brussels editions were also published, which were 
extensively sold on the Continent. 

All these irrefutable testimonies to success 
were, of course, highly grateful to Macaulay, but 
he did not linger long over the dulcet notes of 
applause. As soon as his anxiety about the fate of 
the first installment of his work had been relieved, 
he addressed himself with renewed ardor to his 
task. In his journal for February 3, 1849, he re- 
cords : ^'I began my second part and wrote two 
foolscap sheets " ; and, for many months follow- 
ing, the journal teems with entries concerning his 
studies, travels, and rate of composition. 

Hard as he worked, however, the amount of 
material which he set himself to digest was so 
enormous, and the revision which he bestowed 
upon his work after it was written was so careful. 
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that the rate of progress was slow, and he was 
obliged at an early stage to abandon the hope of 
completing his work on the scale originally adopt- 
ed. On the 8th of February, 1849, immediately 
after the publication of his first two volumes, he 
writes in his journal : *^ I have now made up my 
mind to change my plan about my History. I 
will first set myself to know the whole subject ; 
to get, by reading and traveling, a full acquaint- 
ance with William's reign. I reckon that it will 
take me eighteen months to do this. I must 
visit Holland, Belgium, Scotland, Ireland, Prance. 
The Dutch archives and French archives must be 
ransacked. I will see whether anything is to be 
got from other diplomatic collections. I must see 
Londonderry, the Boyne, Aghrim, Limerick, Kin- 
sale, Namur again, Landen, Steinkirk. I must 
turn over hundreds, thousands, of pamphlets. 
Lambeth, the Bodleian and the other Oxford libra- 
ries, the Devonshire Papers, the British Museum, 
must be explored, and notes made : and then I 
shall go to work. When the materials are ready, 
and the History mapped out in my mind, I ought 
easily to write, on an average, two of my pages 
daily. In two years from the time I begin writ- 
ing I shall have more than finished my second 
part. Then I reckon a year for polishing, re- 
touching, and printing. This brings me to the 
autumn of 1853. I like this scheme much. I 
began to-day with Avaux's dispatches from Ire- 
11 
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land, abstracted almost a whole thick yolnme^ 
and compared his narrative with James's. There 

is much to be said as to these events." 

« 

A considerable portion of this programme was 
faithfully carried out, but the result showed that 
he had underrated the labor and overrated his 
strength, and it was not until the end of the year 
1855 that the second part of the History, com- 
prising the third and fourth volumes, was ready 
for publication. As in the case of the previous 
installment, a portion of the delay was due to the 
interruptions occasioned by Parliamentary duties, 
Macaulay having been reelected for Edinburgh in 
1852. But it was also due in part to failing 
health. During the winter of 1852-53 a first at- 
tack of that disease which a few years later hur- 
ried him prematurely to the grave incapacitated 
him almost entirely for systematic work ; and from 
this time onward his labors, though far less ener- 
getic than they had previously been, were always 
too severe for his strength. 

But even when depressed by sickness he prose- 
cuted his task with unflagging resolution and 
tireless patience, and his journal shows that, to 
the last, he was willing to recast and rewrite 
whole chapters in order to effect even a slight im- 
provement. As the months went on, he worked 
harder and ever harder, and confined himself 
more and more closely. He almost gave up let- 
ter-writing ; he quite gave up society ; and at 
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last he had not leisure even for his diary. Here 
are the entries immediately preceding the great 
event of publication : 

" Janua/ry 1, 1855. — A new year. May it be as happy 
as the last I To me it will probably be more eventfid, as 
it will see, if I live and am well, the publioation of the 
second part of my History." 

^''January 10th, — I find that I am getting out of the 
habit of keeping my journal. I have, indeed, so much 
to do with my History that I have little inclination for 
any other writing. My life, too, is very uneventful. I 
am a prisoner to my room, or nearly so. I do nothing 
but write or read. I will, however, minute down inter- 
esting things from time to time. Some day the taste for 
journalizing may return." 

*' Januoi/ry 29th, — I open this book again after an in- 
terval of near three weeks ; three weeks passed by the 
fireside. Once I dined out; on Tuesday, the 16th, at 
Westbourne Terrace, to meet Gladstone. Nothing could 
be more lamentable than his account of affairs in the 
Crimea. I have made great progress with my book of 
late, and see no reason to doubt I shall go to press in the 
summer. I am now deep in Chapter XIX." 

^^ November 6th.— After an interval of eight months I 
begin my journal again. My book is almost printed. It 
will appear before the middle of December, I hope. It 
will certainly make me rich, as I account riches. As to 
success I am less certain ; but I have a good hope. I 
mean to keep my journal as regularly as I did seven years 
ago when the first part came out. To-day I went to call 
on poor Hallara. How much changed ! In the evening 
a proof of Chapter XX. came from Spottiswoode's." 
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At length, on the 21st of November, he wi'ites : 
" I looked over and sent off the last twenty pages. 
My work is done, thank God ! and now for the 
result. On the whole, I think that it can not be 
very unfavorable." And now the diary becomes 
more copious : 

" November 23d. — Longman came. All the twenty- 
five thoasand copies are ordered. Monday, the 27th of 
December, is to be the day ; but on the evening of the 
preceding Saturday those book-sellers who take more 
than a thousand are to have their books. The stock ly- 
ing at the book-binders^ is insured for ten thousand 
pounds. The whole weight is fifty-six tons. It seems 
that no such edition was ever published of any work of 
the same bulk. I earnestly hope that neither age nor 
riches will narrow my heart." 

" November 27th, — To-day I received from Longman 
the first copy of my book in the brown livery. I sent 
him yesterday the list of presentation copies." 

** November 28th, — I dawdled over my book most of 
the day, sometimes in good, sometimes in bad spirits 
about it. On the whole, I think it must do. The only 
competition which, as far as I perceive, it has to dread, 
is that of the two former volumes. Certainly no other 
history of William's reign is either so trustworthy or so 
readable." 

*''' November 29th. — I was again confined to my room 
all day, and again dawdled over niy book. I wish that 
the next month were over. I am more anxious than I 
was about the first part, for then I had no highly raised 
expectations to satisfy, and now people expect so much 
that the Seventh Book of Thucydides would hardly con- 
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tent them. On the other hand, the general sterility, 
the miserably enervated state of literature, is all in mj 
favor. We shall see. It is odd tbat I should care so very 
little about the money, though it is full as much as I made 
by banishing myself for four and a half of tlje best years 
of my life to India." 

'''' Monday y December 17th, — An article on my book 
in the ^ Times ^ ; in tone what I wished, that is to say, 
laudatory without any appearance of puffing. I had let- 
ters from Stephen and Adolphus — kind ; but neither of 
them can as yet have read enough to judge. Longman 
called to-day and told me that they must print more 
copies. He was for five thousand. I insisted that there 
should be only two thousand." 

^^ December 18th. — There came one of Longman^s 
clerks, with news that the two first volumes of the His- 
tory must be reprinted at once, as the sale of them has 
during the last few days been very great." 

''^ Monday y January 7, 1856, — Yesterday and to-day I 
have been reading over my old journals of 1852 and 1853. 
What a 'strange interest they have I No kind of reading 
is so delightful, so fascinating, as this minute history of 
a man^s self. I received another heap of criticisms — 
praise and blame. Bat it matters little. The victory is 
won. The book has not disappointed the very highly 
raised expectations of the public. The first fortnight 
was the time of peril. Now all is safe." 

The result amply justified Macaulay's confi- 
dence. The second part of the History sold even 
more largely and rapidly than the first had done, 
and the occasional notes of disapproval which 
greeted the earlier volumes were now drowned iu 
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the universal chorus of applause. As with the 
previous volumes, too, the success extended far be- 
yond the limits of the United Kingdom. " I have," 
writes Macaulay, '* a most intoxicating letter from 
Everett. He says that no book has ever had 
such a sale in the United States except (note the 
exception) the Bible and one or two school-books 
of universal use. This, he says, he has been as- 
sured by book-sellers of the best authority." On 
the continent of Europe, within six months after 
the third and fourth volumes appeai'ed. Baron 
Tauchnitz had sold near 10,000 copies of an edi- 
tion printed in English ; and six rival translators 
were engaged at one and the same time in the 
work of turning the History into German. Since 
then it has been translated into the Polish, the 
Danish, the Swedish, the French, the Italian, the 
Dutch, the Spanish, the Hungarian, the Bussian, 
the Bohemian, and the Persian languages, and 
has sold to the extent of at least a million copies. 
One result of this unparalleled success, which 
has been often mentioned, is thus recorded in Ma- 
caulay's journal : 

" February 28, 1356. — ^Longman called. It is neces- 
sary to reprint. This is wonderful. Twenty-six thou- 
sand five hundred copies sold in ten weeks I I should 
not wonder if I made twenty thousand pounds clear this 
year by literature. Pretty well, considering that, twenty - 
two years ago, I had just nothing when my debts were 
paid ; and all that I have, with the exception of a small 
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part left me by my uncle the general, has been made by 
myself, and made easily and honestly, by pursuits which 
were a pleasure to me, and without one insinuation from 
any slanderer that I was not even liberal in all my pecu- 
niary dealings." 

" March 7th, — ^Longman came, with a very pleasant 
announcement. He and his partners find they are over- 
flowing with money, and think that they can not invest 
it better than by advancing to me — on the usual terms of 
course — part of what will be due to me in December. 
We agreed that they shall pay £20,000 into Williams's 
bank next week. What a sum to be gained by one edi- 
tion of a book I I may say, gained in one day. But that 
was harvest-day. The work had been near seven years 
in hand. I went to Westbourne Terrace by a Paddington 
oiimibus, and passed an hour there, laughing and laughed 
at. They are all much pleased. They have, indeed, as 
much reason to be pleased as I, who am pleased on their 
account rather than on my own, though I am glad that 
my last years will be comfortable. Comfortable, how- 
ever, I could have been on a sixth part of the income 
which I shall now have." 

The check is still preserved as a curiosity 
among the archives of the Longman firm. " The 
transaction," says Macaulay, "is quite unparal- 
leled in the history of the book-trade ; and both 
the people at Smith, Payne, & Smith's who are to 
pay the money, and my friends who are to receive 
it, have been much amused. I went into the City 
to-day to give instructions, and was most warmly 
congratulated on being a great moneyed man. I 
said that I had some thoughts of going to the 



168 I-ORD MACAULAY. 

chancellor of the exchequer as a bidder for the 
next loan." 

At every previous epoch in Macaulay's life, the 
completion of one task was merely the signal for 
the immediate commencement of another ; but, 
when at length the second great installment of the 
History was actually in the hands of the pub- 
lic, the author became aware how profoundly his 
health had been enfeebled by the prolonged efforts 
which the production of those volumes had cost 
him, and nearly a year elapsed before he again re- 
sumed his pen. It was October, 1856, before he 
entered upon the next stage of his great work. 
On the first of that month he writes in his diary : 
"To the Museum, and turned over the Dutch 
dispatches for information about the fire of White- 
hall. Home and wrote a sheet of foolscap, the first 
of Part III. God knows whether I shall ever fin- 
ish that part. I begin it with little heart or hope. " 
The prospect did not brighten as the months 
went on. In February, 1857, he writes : " I find 
it difficult to settle to my work. This is an old 
malady of mine. It has not prevented me from 
doing a great deal in the course of my life. Of 
late I have felt this impotence more than usual. 
The chief reason, I believe, is the great doubt 
which I feel whether I shall live long enough to 
finish another volume of my book." In the sum- 
mer of the same year he writes : " How the days 
steal away and nothing done ! I think often of 
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Johnson's lamentations repeated every Easter over 
his own idleness. But the cases differ. Often I 
have felt this morbid incapacity to work ; but 
never so long and so strong as of late — the natural 
effect of age and ease.'* 

While writing his third and fourth volumes 
Macaulay had clung to the hope that he would be 
able to cover at least the reign of Anne— a por- 
tion of English history which he was competent to 
treat as no man again will treat it ; but by the time 
he had written a few pages of his fifth volume 
he would have been well content with the assur- 
ance that he should be able to carry his narrative, 
in a complete and connected form, down to the 
death of his hero, William of Orange. Even this 
much of completeness, however, he was not per- 
mitted to attain ; and, though the supplementary 
volume published by his sister after his death con- 
tains some of the most valuable and instructive 
passages that he ever wrote, the great work, which, 
as originally planned, was to " come down to a 
period within the memory of men still living," 
virtually ends with the Peace of Eyswick. From 
the mass of unrevised manuscript which he left, 
the patient industry of Lady Trevelyan deciphered 
that pathetic and noble account of the death of 
William which would have brought this portion 
of the History to a fitting close ; but the gaps 
in the narrative which precedes it are so serious 
that the work remains a splendid but melancholy 
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torso — ^a torso as lamentable in its incompleteness 
as any that has been bequeathed to us by the art 
and genius of the ancients. 

When first announcing the plan of his His- 
tory, as we have seen, Macaulay wrote, " I shall 
not be satisfied unless I produce something which 
shall for a few days supersede the last fashionable 
novel on the tables of young ladies '' ; and we 
have also seen that he accomplished this and far 
more, for there has probably been no year since 
its first appearance in which the sale of the His- 
tory has not surpassed that of the most fashion- 
able novel of that year. This vast circulation, 
moreover, has been to a great extent a literal su- 
persedure of the novel, for a very large propor- 
tion of the copies sold have gone into the hands 
of those who would otherwise have read little else 
besides novels. Nothing can be more certain than 
that Macaulay reached whole classes of readers 
who had never before been attracted to historical 
studies ; and, besides the thousands who have been 
first inspired by him with a taste for such studies, 
there are thousands of others whose whole knowl- 
edge of the history of England and of modern 
Europe has been derived directly from his pages. 

Whether or not all this success and fame were 
deserved is a topic which has been much discussed, 
but which seems to belong in a peculiar degree to 
what have been called questions of lunar politics. 
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That worthless books sometimes achieve a facti- 
tious and transient success is a fact familiar 
enough to students of literature ; but in the case 
of a work such as Macaulay's History, which has 
charmed and delighted two generations of read- 
ers, and which has steadily grown in reputation 
from the day of its first appearance, it may be con- 
fidently affirmed that its deserts are exactly pro- 
portioned to its success. Popularity is no doubt 
but a rough gauge of merit, and subject to many 
qualifications ; but, defective though it be, it is at 
least infinitely more reliable than the opinions or 
predilections of any individual critic. 

In affirming this, however, it is not meant to 
deny that there are some points in which the 
History is amenable to criticism. Macaulay him- 
self would have been the first to admit that he 
falls very far below that ideal of the perfect his- 
torian which he paints in the passages quoted at 
the beginning of this chapter ; and the selections 
which we have given from his diary show that he 
was far from satisfied with his work. It is true, 
however, that he was dissatisfied chiefly with the 
manner and execution — with the artistic side of 
his work — ^while its worst fault lies much deeper. 
That calmness of temper and cool impartiality of 
judgment which Macaulay could praise so cordial- 
ly in Hallam appear to have been denied to him- 
self ; and it was not mere maliciousness which 
characterized his History as " the most magnifi- 
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cent of party pamphlets." Of intentional unfair- 
ness no serious writer has ventured to accuse Ma- 
caulay, nor could such an accusation be for a mo- 
ment maintained ; but, on the other hand, few 
historians have exhibited less of that intellectual 
^^dry light" from which all taint of feeling, of 
passion, or of prejudice has been carefully elimi- 
nated. . Such unfairness as there is, however, one 
is inclined to regard as rather a virtue than a vice. 
For Macaulay is a partisan in no mean or petty 
sense, but, as Mr. Milman has finely said, a par- 
tisan of right against wrong, of tiTith against hy- 
pocrisy, of rectitude against baseness, of loyalty 
against perfidy. ^^ He did not, perhaps, always 
nicely measure the strength of his own language ; 
and he so abhorred meanness and dishonesty that 
they appeared doubly mean and dishonest in men 
of great fame and high pretensions." 

The chief, we might almost say the only, con- 
spicuous defect of the work on its artistic side has 
been pointedly analyzed by Mr. Whipple. He 
says : "As an artist, Macaulay is greater in his 
Essays than in his ^ History of England.' Each of 
his Essays is a unit. The results of analysis are 
diffused through the veins of narration, and de- 
tails are strictly subordinated to leading concep- 
tions. In his History, details are so numerous as 
to confuse the mind. Events succeed each other 
in their chronological rather than their intellec-/ 
tual order ; and his readers gain an intense percep- 



THE "HISTORY OF ENGLAND." 173 

tion of particular facts without any general view 
of the whole field. The power of the author to 
interest us is as evident in his account of the 
Bank of England as in his account of the Massacre 
of Glencoe. We pass from one topic to another 
without any sense of the connection of topics. 
Picture succeeds picture as in the anarchy of a 
panorama. It seems as if we were reading the 
work of a poet who had turned annalist. By 
emphasizing everything, interest in particulars is 
obtained at the expense of general effect. It is 
only by turning to the table of contents that we 
are able to generalize the events of a reign. There 
are scores of pages in the third and fourth vol- 
umes which we read as we read a newspaper, 
where an account of a murder may be succeeded 
immediately by an account of a masquerade." 
This partakes somewhat of the exaggerated em- 
phasis which has been condemned in Macaulay, 
but it touches a real and undeniable fault. 

Turning now to the merits of the work, it 
must be admitted that Macaulay at once broad- 
ened and deepened the base of popular history. 
In his view, history should^ not be content with ^ 
recording the wars and treaties, the revolutions 
and great constitutional changes, the lives of 
kings, statesmen, and generals ; it should em- 
brace the manners, usages, social habits, letters, 
arts — the whole life of a people. The historian 
must not <?onflue himself to the chronicles and 
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annals, the public records, the state papers, the 
political correspondence of statesmen and ambas- 
sadors ; he must familiarize himself with every 
department of literature, and search out the low- 
est, the most ephemeral, the most contemptible 
writings of the day. Nor must he be content 
with gleaning sheaves from these vast and varied 
fields ; he must winnow the wheat from the chaff, 
the grain from the straw, and must then present 
the final product in the most palatable and accep- 
table shape. The tireless and indefatigable indus- 
try with which Macaulay accumulated his material 
has already been described ; and not less remark- 
able was the patient skill with which, after sepa- 
rating the sterling metal from the crude ore, he 
worked it up into forms of seductive and imper- 
ishable beauty. 

The style of the History differs from that of 
the Essays in being graver, more sober, and more 
restrained, without losing any of its vigor, fire, 
and picturesqueness. In such a matter, Macau- 
lay's taste was wellnigh infallible, and he felt 
that ornaments which were graceful and pleasing 
in a review article would appear artificial and 
flippant in a grave historical narrative. For this 
reason, the key-note of the History is distinctly 
lower than that of the Essays, and the exuberant 
fancy which caracoles through the latter is sub- 
dued to the steady pace of the thoroughbred 
racer. There is no pause, however, and no stum- 
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bling, but the reader is carried through the dusty 
archives of the state-paper offices with as rapid a 
moyement and as keen an interest as through the 
most exciting episodes of the drum-and-trumpet 
historians. **Like Pascal," says Mr. Gladstone, 
" Macaulay makes the heaviest subject light ; like 
Burke, he embellishes the barrenest. When he 
walks on arid plains, the springs of milk and 
honey, as in a march of Bacchufi, seem to rise 
beneath his tread." 



VII. 

CLOSING TEARS, 

From the year 1841, when the overthrow of 
the Melbourne Ministry released him from the 
cares of official station, the life of Macaulay is, in 
the main, the life of a man of letters, and, like the 
lives of most men of letters, is deficient in those 
striking incidents which lend interest to a biogra- 
phy. He still participated actively for some years 
in the business and debates of the House of Com- 
mons, and once again for a brief period held a 
minor office under Government ; but his History 
soon became the dominant interest of his life, and 
as time \^ent on he withdrew himself almost en- 
tirely from other pursuits. 

The first use which he made of his leisure was 
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to sketch out the plan of his History, as has 
already been related, and to prepare some articles 
which he had promised to the " Edinburgh Re- 
view." The Essays on Warren Hastings, on 
Frederic the Great, on Madame D'Arblay, on Ad- 
dison, on Bar^re, and on the Earl of Chatham, 
belong to the period between 1841 and 1844 ; and 
during this period also appeared the "Lays of 
Ancient Rome " (1842) and the first collection of 
the Essays, in three volumes (1843). Dickens's 
" American Notes" was published in 1842, and on 
seeing its announcement Macaulay asked that it 
should be reserved for him : "I have never writ- 
ten a word on that subject," he says, "and I have 
a great deal in my head." On reading the book, 
however, he abandoned his intention, and declared 
it to be impossible for him to review it. "I pro- 
nounce the book," he writes, " in spite of some 
gleams of genius, at once frivolous and dull." 

A letter which he wrote while preparing the 
Essay on Addison is worth quoting, for the touches 
of self -portraiture which it contains : 

" Albaxy^ Jtme 15, 1843. 

" Dear Napiek : I mistmst my own judgment of what 
I write so much, that I shall not be at all surprised if both 
you and the public think my paper on Addison a failure ; 
but I own that I am partial to it. It is now more than 
half finished. I have some researches to make before I 
proceed ; but I have all the rest in my head, and shall 
write very rapidly. I fear that I can not contract my 
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matter into less than seventj pages. Yoa will not, I 
think, be inclined to stint me. 

" I am truly vexed to find Miss Aikin's book so very 
bad that it ia impossible for us, with due regard to our 
own character, to praise it. All that I can do is to 
speak civilly of her writings generally, and to express 
regret that she should have been nodding. I have found, 
I wiU venture to say, not less than forty gross blunders 
as to matters of fact in the first volume. Of these I may, 
perhaps, point out eight or ten as courteously as the case 
will bear. Yet it goes much against my feelings to cen- 
sure any woman, even with the greatest lenity. My 
taste and Oroker*s are by no means the same. 1 shall 
not again undertake to review any lady's book till I know 
how it is executed.* 

"Ever yours, T. B. Maoatjlat." 

The article on the Earl of Chatham appeared 
in the number for October, 1844, and early in 
1845 a rumor found its way into the newspapers 
to the effect that Macaulay had discontinued his 
connection with the "Edinburgh Review .'* He 
at once assured Mr. Napier that the rumor in 
question had not been set on foot by himself ; but 
in the same letter he announced his resolution 

* Miss Aikin did not appreciate the lenity, and revenged her- 
self for the strictures by traducing Macaulay on every occasion. 
In his journal for 1849 is the following entry : ** I corrected 
my article on Addison for insertion in the collected Essays. I 
shall leave out all the animadversions on Miss Aikin's blunders. 
She has used me ill, and this is the honorable and gentleman- 



like revenge/' 
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to employ himself exclusively upon his History 
until the first portion of it was completed. ^'If 
I had not taken that resolution," he says, "my 
History would have perished in embryo, like poor 
Mackintosh's. As soon as I have finished my first 
two volumes, I shall be happy to assist you again ; 
but when that will be it is difficult to say." In 
point of fact, the convenient season never came ; 
for, between the House of Commons and his His- 
tory, he had no time to spare for writing articles. 
From 1841 to 1846, being a member of " Her 
Majesty's Opposition," Macaulay did not allow his 
political duties to usurp so large a portion of his 
time as at previous periods ; but it has been truly 
said that no member ever exercised so great an 
influence upon the proceedings of Parliament who 
spent so many hours in the Library and so few in 
the House. When subjects came to the front on 
which he could speak with authority, he interfered 
with decisive effect ; and on several occasions he 
did more toward determining the character and 
fate of measures of legislation than the entire 
body of ministers. The most important occasion 
of this kind was when he molded into shape the 
famous Copyright Act of 1842. In 1814 the 
term during which the right of printing a book 
was to continue private property had been fixed 
at twenty-eight years from the date of publication. 
The shortness of this term had always been re- 
garded as a grievance by authors and publishers. 
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and was beginning to be so regarded by the world 
at large. Moved by this feeling, Serjeant Tal- 
fourd, in the session of 1841, brought in a bill 
extending the term of copyright in a book to sixty 
years, reckoned from the death of the author ; but 
Macaulay, " speaking with wonderful force of ar- 
gument and brilliancy of illustration, '' induced 
the House to reject it by a few votes. Undeterred 
by this reverse, Lord Mahon took up the cause of 
his brother authors, and the next year introduced 
a bill, still embodying the objectionable principle, 
but reducing the term during which it was to 
prevail. Lord Mahon proposed to give protection 
for twenty-five years, reckoned from the date of 
death ; and his scheme was regarded with favor 
until Macaulay came forward with a counter- 
scheme, giving protection for forty-two years, 
reckoned from the date of publication. 

"He unfolded his plan," says Mr. Trevelyan, 
" in a speech, terse, elegant, and vigorous ; as 
amusing as an essay of Elia, and as convincing as 
a proof of Euclid. When he resumed his seat, 
Sir Robert Peel walked across the floor, and as- 
sured him that the last twenty minutes had radi- 
cally altered his own views on the law of copy- 
right. One member after another confessed to 
an entire change of mind ; and, on a question 
which had nothing to do with party, each change 
of mind brought a vote with it. The bill was 
remodeled on the principle of calculating the du- 
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ration of copyright from the date of publica- 
tion, and the term of forty-two years was adopted 
by a large majority. Some slight modifications 
were made in Macaulay^s proposal ; but he en- 
joyed the satisfaction of having framed according 
to his mind a statute which may fairly be described 
as the charter of his craft, and of having added to 
Hansard what are by common consent allowed to 
be among its most readable pages." 

In December, 1845, a ministerial crisis oc- 
curred which involved the temporary retirement 
of Peel, and seemed to promise a new lease of 
power to the Whigs. Lord John Eussell was in- 
vited by the Queen to form a ministry, and, find- 
ing that Macaulay was unalterably determined 
not to accept a seat in the Cabinet, Lord John 
offered him the easiest and most lucrative oflBce 
in the gift of the Government — that of Paymas- 
ter-General of the Army. Macaulay accepted it ; 
but, owing to dissension among his associates. 
Lord John found it impossible to form a satis- 
fatory Cabinet, and Peel was compelled to resume 
the reins of government. By this arrangement, 
however, the crisis was merely postponed, not 
settled ; and on the 26th of June, 1846, the Gov- 
ernment was overwhelmingly defeated in the 
Commons. Lord John was again commanded to 
form an administration, and, having succeeded, 
Macaulay obtained the post which he had chosen 
as least likely to interfere with his historical labors. 
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When, as Paymaster-General, Macaulay went 
down to Edinburgh to ask for reelection, he was 
returned in triumph, after a brief and exhilarat- 
ing contest ; but when, on the dissolution of Par- 
liament in 1847, it became necessary for him 
again to ask for their suffrages, it was found that 
he had lost the confidence of his constituents to a 
degree which is scarcely explained by anything 
that he had done or said in the mean time. Look- 
ing back upon the incident now, and bearing in 
mind the speedy repentance by which it was fol- 
lowed, it appears to have been the result of one 
of those fitful gusts of ill-temper to which com- 
munities as well as individuals are sometimes sub- 
ject ; but it was attributed at the time partly to 
the fact that Macaulay, like most of his Whig 
associates, took rather too secular a view of eccle- 
siastical matters to suit a society then agitated to 
its depths by the disruption of the Scotch Church, 
and partly to qualities of a more personal charac- 
ter. "There was,*^ says Mr. Trevelyan, "a per- 
ceptible want of that lightness of touch in Ma- 
caulay's method of doing the ordinary business 
which falls to the lot of a member of Parlia- 
ment " ; and Lord Cockbum gives an account of 
the matter which, if humorous in tone, is prob- 
ably not the less true on that account. "The 
truth is," wrote Lord Cockburn in 1846, " that 
Macaulay, with all his admitted knowledge, tal- 
ent, eloquence, and worth, is not popular. He 
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cares more for his History than for the jobs of 
his constituents, and answers letters irregularly, 
and with a brevity deemed contemptuous ; and, 
above all other defects, he suffers severely from 
the vice of over-talking and consequently of un- 
der-listening. A deputation go to London to 
enlighten their representative. They are full of 
their own matter, and their chairman has a state- 
ment bottled and ripe, which he is anxious to 
draw and decant ; but, instead of being listened 
to, they no sooner enter the audience-chamber 
than they find themselves all superseded by the 
restless ability of their eloquent member, who, 
beside mistaking speaking for hearing, has the 
indelicate candor not even to profess being struck 
by the importance of the affair." 

Whatever may have been the reasons, how- 
ever, and whether they were adequate or not, 
their effect was perfectly decisive. After a can- 
vass which lasted ten days, which was conducted 
with unprecedented fierceness and acrimony, and 
during which Macaulay was grossly insulted, he 
was defeated by a man of no note, who appears to 
have been selected as an opposing candidate for 
the special purpose of mortifying Macaulay's 
pride as well as depriving him of his seat. The 
most authentic record of Macaulay's feelings on 
the occasion is contained in the following lines, 
perhaps the noblest piece of autobiographical poet- 
ry in the language : 
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LINES WRITTEN IN AUGUST, 1847. 

"The day of tumult, strife, defeat, was o'er ; 

"Worn out with toil and noise and scorn and spleen, 
I slumbered, and in slumber saw once more 

A room in an old mansion, long unseen. 

That room, methought, was curtained from the light ; 

Yet through the curtains shone the moon's cold ray 
Full on a cradle, where, in linen white, 

Sleeping life's first soft sleep, an infant lay. 

Pale flickered on the hearth the dying flame, 

And all was silent in that ancient hall, 
Save when by fits on the low night-wind came 

The murmur of the distant water-falU 

And lo ! the fairy queens who rule our birth 
Drew nigh to speak the new-born baby's doom: 

With noiseless step, which left no trace on earth. 
From gloom they came, and vanished into gloom. 

Not deigning on the boy a glance to cast, 

Swept careless by the gorgeous Queen of Gain; 

More scornful still, the Queen of Fashion passed. 
With mincing gait and sneer of cold disdain. 

The Queen of Power tossed high her jeweled head, 
And o'er her shoulder threw a wrathful frown. 

The Queen of Pleasure on the pillow shed 
Scarce one stray rose-leaf from her fragrant crown. 

Still fay in long procession followed fay ; 

And still the little couch remained nnblest : 
But, wlien those wayward sprites had passed away, 

Game One, the last, the mightiest, and the best. 
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Oil I glorious ladj, with the eyes of light, 
Aud laurels clustering round thy lofty hrow, 

Who hy the cradle^s side didst watch that night, 
Warbling a sweet strange music, who wast thou? 

" Yes, darling ; let them go," so ran the strain : 
" Yes ; let them go — gain, fashion, pleasure, power, 

And all the busy elves to whose domain 
Belongs the nether sphere, the fleeting hour. 

" Without one envious sigh, one anxious scheme. 
The nether sphere, the fleeting hour resign. 

Mine is the world of thought, the world of dream. 
Mine all the past, and all the future mine. 

** Fortune, that lays in sport the mighty low. 
Age, that to penance turns the joys of youth, 

Shall leave untouched the gifts that I bestow. 
The sense of beauty and the thirst of truth. 

" Of the fair brotherhood who share my grace, 
I, from thy natal day, pronounce thee free ; 

And, if for fiome I keep a nobler place, 
I keep for none a happier than for thee. 

"There are who, while to vulgar eyes they seem 

Of all my bounties largely to partake, 
Of me as of some rival's handmaid deem. 

And court me but for gain's, power's, fashion's sake. 

"To such, though deep their lore, though wide their 
fame, 

Shall luy great mysteries be all unknown : 
But thou, through good and evil, praise and blame, 

Will not thou love me for myself alone ? 
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"Yes; thou wilt love me with exceeding love; 

And I wiU tenfold all that love repay : 
Still smiling, though the tender maj reprove ; 

Still faithful, though the trusted may betray, 

*' For aye mine emblem was, and aye shall be, 
The ever-during plant whose bough I wear, 

Brightest and greenest then, when every tree 
That blossoms in the light of Time is bare. 

" In the dark hour of shame, I deigned to stand 

Before the frowning peers at Baoon^s side ; 
On a far shore I smoothed with tender hand, 

Through months of pain, the sleepless bed of Hyde. 

• 

" I brought the wise and brave of ancient days 
To cheer the cell where Raleigh pined alone. 

I lighted Milton^s darkness with the blaze 
Of the bright ranks that guard the eternal throne. 

" And even so, my child, it is my pleasure 
That thou not then alone shonldst feel me nigh, 

When in domestic bliss and studious leisure 
Thy weeks uncounted come, uncounted fly. 

" Not then alone, when myriads, closely pressed 
Around thy car, the shout of triumph raise ; 

Kor when, in gilded drawing-rooms, thy breast 
Swells at the sweeter sound of woman's praise. 

"No; when on restless night dawns cheerless morrow, 
When weary soul and wasting body pine, 

Thine am I still, in danger, sickness, sorrow, 
In conflict, obloquy, want, exile, thine ; 
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" Thine where on mountain waves the snow - birds 
scream, 

Where more than Thule's winter barbs the breeze, 
Where scarce, through lowering clouds, one sickly gleam 

Lights the drear May-day of Antarctic seas ; 

" Thine when around thy litter's track all day 
White sand-hills shall reflect the blinding glare ; 

Thine when, through forests breathing death, thy way 
All night shall wind by many a tiger's lair ; 

** Thine most, when friends turn pale, when traitors fly, 
When, hard beset, thy spirit, justly proud, 

For truth, peace, freedom, mercy, dares defy 
A sullen priesthood and a raving crowd. 

" Amidst the din of all things fell and vile, 
Hate's yell, and envy's hiss, and folly's bray, 

Bemember me ; and with an unforced smile 
See riches, baubles, flatterers, pass away. 

" Yes, they will pass away, nor deem it strange ; 

They come and go, as comes and goes the sea : 
And let them come and go; thou, through aJl change. 

Fix thy firm gaze on virtue and on me." 

However deeply Macaulay may have been 
mortified by the special circumstances of his de- 
feat, his correspondence leaves no doubt that he 
was sincerely glad to be relieved from duties which 
had long since become irksome. He wrote to his , 
sister : ^'I never can leave public life with more 
dignity and grace than at present " ; and, steadily 
refusing all inducements to try for another seat. 
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he applied his whole energies during the next five 
years to those great historical labors of which a 
full account has been given in the previous chap- 
ter. In 1848 appeared the first two volumes of 
the " History of England," and in 1855 the third 
and fourth volumes, the last which he lived to 
see published. 

It is gratifying to know that during these clos- 
ing years Macaulay's domestic life was as happy and 
joyous as at any previous period. Though he had 
ceased to go much into general society, and had 
acquired an invincible distaste for miscellaneous 
public gatherings, he still formed one of a circle 
of eminent and gifted men who were the warm 
friends of himself and of each other; and the 
fame of their conversations is even now one of the 
most vivid traditions of London drawing-rooms 
and clubs. As at all other periods of his life, 
however, it was in his own family that he found 
his chief solace and satisfaction. ** He was pecu- 
liarly susceptible," says Lady Trevelyan, "of the 
feeling of ennui when in company. He really 
hated staying out, even in the best and most 
agreeable houses. It was with an effort that he 
even dined out, and few of those who met him, 
and enjoyed his animated conversation, could 
guess how much rather he would have remained 
at home, and how much difiictilty I had to force 
him to accept invitations and prevent his Rowing 
a recluse. But, though he was very easily bored 
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in general society, I think he never felt ennui when 
he was alone, or when he was with those he loved." 
His sister's children had now become old enough 
to be in a sense companionable, and with them he 
spent many delightful hours — sharing in their 
play, inventing games for their amusement, manu- 
facturing for them the most thrilling stories, and 
in various unsuspected ways stimulating their 
appetite for knowledge. Even when his labors 
on his History were most exacting, and when he 
could spare the time for nothing else, he would 
walk out to Clapham directly after breakfast and 
dawdle away the whole morning with the children 
— making up at night for the lost forenoon. 
Whenever he was at a distance from his little 
companions, he consoled himself and them by the 
exchange of long and frequent letters. Here is a 
specimen of his correspondence with his little 
niece Margaret, written in 1847 : 

"I must begin sooner or later to call you * Margaret,' 
and I am always making good resolutions to do so, and 
then breaking them. But I will procrastinate no longer. 

' Procrastination is the thief of time,* 

says Dr. Young. He also says, 

' Be wise to-day. 'Tis madness to defer,* 
and, 

'Next day the fatal precedent will plead.' 

That is to say, if I do not take care, I shall go on calling 
my darling ^ Baba ' till she is as old as her mamma, and 
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has a dozen Babas of her own. Therefore I will be wise 
to-day and call her * Margaret.' I should very much like 
to see yon and Aunt Fanny at Broadstairs ; but I fear, I 
foar, that it can not be. Your aunt asks me to shirk the 
Chelsea Board. I am staying in England chiefly in or- 
der to attend it. When Parliament is not sitting, my 
duty there is all that I do for two thousand four hundred 
pounds a year. We must have some conscience. 

^' Michaelmas will, I hope, find us all at Olapham over 
a noble goose. Do you remember the beautiful Puseyite 
hymn on Michaelmas-day ? It is a great favorite with 
all the Tractarians. You and Alice should learn it. It 
begins : 

*' * Though Quakers scowl, though BaptiBts howl. 
Though Plymouth Brethren rage. 
We Churchmen gay will wallow to-day 
In apple-sauce, onions, and sage. 

" * Ply knife and fork, and draw the cork, 
And have the bottle handy : 
For each slice of goose will introduce 
A thimbleful of brandy.* 

Is it not good? I wonder who the author can be. Not 
Kewman, I think. It is above him. Perhaps it is 
Bishop Wilberforce." 

"His poetical no less than his epistolary 
style," says Mr. Trevelyan, " was carefully adapt- 
ed to the age and understanding of those whom 
he was addressing. Some of his pieces of verse 
are almost perfect specimens of the nursery lyric. 
From fiye tq ten stanzas in length, and with each 
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word carefully formed in capitals, most comfort- 
ing to the eyes of a student who is not very sure 
of his small letters, they are real children's poems, 
and they profess to be nothing more. . • . All 
his rhymes, whether written or improvised, he 
put down to the credit of *The Judicious Poet/ 
The gravity with which he maintained the inno- 
cent delusion was too much for children, who 
more than half believed in the existence of a 
writer for whose collected works they searched the 
library in vain ; though their faith was from time 
to time shaken by the almost miraculous applica- 
bility of a quotation to the most unexpected cir- 
cumstances of the moment. St. Valentine's Day 
brought Macaulay's nieces a yearly offering of 
rhyme, until he thought them too old to care for 
verses which he himself pronounced to be on a 
level with the bellman's, but which are certainly 
as good, and probably as sincere, as nine tenths of 
the pastoral poetry that has been written during 
the last two centuries." 

Among other tastes which Macaulay had in 
common with children was an avidity for sight- 
seeing. He was never so happy as when he could 
spend an afternoon in taking his nieces and neph- 
ews a round of London sights, until, to use his fa- 
vorite expression, they " could not drag one leg 
after the other." K he had been permitted to 
have his own way, the treat would have occurred 
at least twice a week, "On these occasions," 
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says Mr. Trevelyan, to whom of course we are in- 
debted for all these personal reminiscences, "we 
drove into London in time for a sumptuous mid- 
day meal, at which everything that we liked best 
was accompanied by oysters, caviare, and olives, 
some of which delicacies he invariably provided 
with the sole object of seeing us reject them with 
contemptuous disgust. Then off we set under his 
escort, in summer to the bears and lions ; in win- 
ter to the Panorama of Waterloo, to the Colosseum 
in Regent's Park, or to the enjoyment of the de- 
licious terror inspired by Madame Tussaud's Cham- 
ber of Horrors. When the more attractive exhibi- 
tions had been exhausted by too frequent visits, 
he would enliven with his irrepressible fun the 
dreary propriety of the Polytechnic, or would lead 
us through the lofty corridors of the British Mu- 
seum, making the statues live and the busts speak 
by the spirit and color of his innumerable anec- 
dotes, paraphrased off-hand from the pages of Plu- 
tarch and Suetonius. 

"Regularly every Easter, when the closing of 
the public offices drove my father from the Trea- 
sury for a brief holiday, Macaulay took our fam- 
ily on a tour among cathedral-towns, varied by an 
occasional visit to the universities. We started 
on the Thursday ; spent Good Friday in one city 
and Easter Sunday in another, and went back to 
town on the Monday. This year it was Worcester 
and Gloucester ; the next, York and Lincoln ; 
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then Lichfield and Chester, Norwich and Peter- 
borough, Ely and Cambridge, Salisbury and Win- 
chester. Now and then the routine was inter- 
rupted by a trip to Paris, or to the great churches 
on the Loire ; but in the course of twenty years 
we had inspected at least once all the cathedrals 
of England, or indeed of England and Wales, for 
we carried our researches after ecclesiastical archi- 
tecture as far down in the list as Bangor. * Our 
party just filled a railway-carriage,* says Lady 
Trevelyan, ^and the journey found his flow of 
spirits unfailing. It was a return to old times ; 
a running fire of jokes, rhymes, puns, never ceas- 
ing. It was a peculiarity of his that he never got 
tired on a journey. As the day wore on he did 
not feel the desire to lie back and be quiet, and 
he liked to find his companions ready to be enter- 
tained to the last.' 

" When we returned to our inn in the even- 
ing, it was only an exchange of pleasures. Some- 
times he would translate to us choice morsels from 
Greek, Latin, Italian, or Spanish writers, with a 
vigor of language and vivacity of manner which 
communicated to his impromptu version not a lit- 
tle of the air and the charm of the original. 
Sometimes he would read, from the works of 
Sterne, or Smollett, or Fielding, those scenes to 
which ladies might listen, but which they could 
not well venture to pick out for themselves. And 
when we had heard enough of the siege of Carta- 



CLOSING TEARS. 193 

gena in ^Eoderick Eandom/ or of Lientenant Le 
Fevre's death in * Tristram Shandy/ we would fall 
to capping verses, or stringing rhymes, or amus- 
ing ourselves with some game devised for the oc- 
casion, which often made a considerable demand 
upon the memory or invention of the players." 

In 1848, as if to console him for the humili- 
ation at Edinburgh, Macaulay was elected Lord 
Eector of the University of Glasgow ; and in 1852 
his old constituency, having in the mean while re- 
pented of its folly, took advantage of another dis- 
solution of Parliament to return him to the House 
of Commons without his appearing before them 
as a candidate, and without demanding from him 
any of those pledges his refusal of which had oc- 
casioned the previous defeat. All the circum- 
stances of the election were as gratifying to him 
as those of the previous one had been mortifying. 
The enthusiasm in his favor was not confined to 
his own party ; he was returned at the head of 
the poll ; and **from one end of the island to the 
other the tidings were received with all but uni- 
versal satisfaction." His own feelings concerning 
the matter are described by himself as mixed : " If 
I analyze them strictly, I find that I am glad and 
sorry ; glad to have been elected, sorry to have to 
sit. The election was a great honor. The sitting 
will be a great bore." 

The sitting proved to be even a greater " bore " 
than he had expected ; for, two days after the elec- 
13 
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tion, he was prostrated by the first attack of that 
heart-disease which ultimately proved fatal. Dur- 
ing several weeks he was very ill indeed ; he was 
able to work but little during the entire year ; and 
he never recovered the secure and superabundant 
health which he had hitherto enjoyed. By the 
end of October, 1852, he was sufficiently recovered 
to go down to Edinburgh and address his con- 
stituents ; but in the following winter he had a 
severe attack of bronchitis, and during all the re- 
maining years of his life suffered from confirmed 
asthma, and was tormented by frequent fits of 
violent coughing. 

*' One after another, in quick succession," says 
Mr. Trevelyan, "his favorite habits were aban- 
doned, without any prospect of being resumed. His 
day-long rambles, in company with Homer or Goe- 
the, along river banks, and over ridge and com- 
mon ; his afternoons spent in leisurely explorations 
of all the book-stalls and print-shops between Char- 
ing Cross and Bethnal Green ; his Sunday walks 
from the Albany to Clapham, and from Clapham 
to Eichmondor Blackwall, were now, during long 
periods together, exchanged for a crawl along the 
sunny side of the street in the middle hours of any 
day which happened to be fine. Instead of wri- 
ting, as on a pinch he loved to write, straight on 
from his late and somewhat lazy breakfast unti! 
the moment of dinner found him hungry and 
complacent, with a heavy task successfully per- 
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f onrLed, he was condemned, for the first time in 
his life, to the detested necessity of breaking the 
labors of the day by luncheon. He was forced, 
sorely against his will, to give up reading aloud, 
which, ever since he was four years old, he had 
enjoyed even more than reading to himself. He 
was almost totally debarred from general society ; 
for his doctor rarely permitted him to go out of 
an evening, and often forbade him to go out at all." 
Occasional entries in his diary at long intervals 
show the gradual but steady decline of his health 
and the loss of hope ; but he held up bravely to 
the last, never repining, laboring steadfastly at 
his History, and participating actively now and 
then in the business of the House of Commons. 
From the exhausting tedium of the House, indeed, 
he spared himself as much as his sense of duty 
would allow, and after 1853 he was there so sel- 
dom that his presence became something of an 
event. *^01d members recollect how, if ever he 
was seen standing behind the Speaker's chair, 
some friend or acquaintance would undertake the 
easy task of drawing him into conversation ; and 
very soon the space around him was as crowded ad 
during the five minutes which precede a stand- 
and-fall division." Long before it had come to 
.this, however, he had frequently expressed a de- 
sire to resign his seat ; but the repeated and ear- 
nest solicitations of his leading constituents in- 
duced him to remain, though he was ixnable to 
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perform to his own satisfaction the duties of the 
post. At length, in January, 1856, yielding a 
tardy obedience to the advice of every one who 
had an interest in his welfare, he presented his 
resignation, and began to enjoy that ease which he 
had so laboriously earned. 

The first use which he made of his freedom 
was to shift his quarters to a residence better 
suited to his declining health than a set of cham- 
bers in the heart of the city. In May, not without 
sadness, he left those rooms in the Albany where 
he had spent fifteen happy years, and removed to 
Holly Lodge, a very agreeable villa at Kensington, 
of which he had purchased the lease. The house 
was surrounded by an ample garden, in which 
grew an abundance of shrubs and flowers, and in 
looking after these Macaulay found a new source 
of pleasure* In this delightful seclusion, with no- 
thing but his flowers to draw him away from his 
writing and talking and reading, he spent the 
last years of his life. ** Months would pass away 
without his having once made his appearance in 
London society ; and years, during which he 
refused all invitations to stay with friends or ac- 
quaintances in the country. One or two nights at 
Windsor Castle, and one or two visits to Lord 
Stanhope's seat in Kent, formed almost the sole 
exceptions to a rule which the condition of his 
health imperatively prescribed, and against which 
his inclinations did not lead him to rebel." 
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His principal occupation during these years^ 
lis for many years previously, was his History, 
but after the publication of the third and fourth 
volumes (in 1855) he was never able to apply 
himself to Composition save for brief periods 
and at gradually lengthening intervals. He con- 
soled himself by reading as voraciously as ever, 
and now and then amused himself by carrying his 
conquests into new languages. One entry in his 
diary is as follows : " I amused myself with mak- 
out a Laponian New Testament by the help of a 
Norwegian dictionary. With time I could learn 
a good deal of the two languages in this way." 
On June 1, 1858, only a year before his death, he 
writes : ** I am vexed to think I am losing my 
German. I resolved to win it back. No sooner 
said than done. I took Schiller's * History of the 
War in the Netherlands * out into the garden, and 
read a hundred pages. I will do the same daily all 
the summer.** About the same time he engaged 
a master to assist him in speaking Italian, having 
felt the need of that language in his annual tours. 
The only completed literary product of this pe- 
riod are the articles on Atterbury, Bunyan, Gold- 
smith, Doctor Johnson, and William Pitt, which 
he contributed (as a testimony of friendship for 
the publisher) to the " Encyclopasdia Britannica." 
These articles are unquestionably among the best 
and strongest things that he ever wrote, but, ex- 
cellent as they are, it is dijQQlcult to avoid regret- 
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ting that the labor bestowed upon them was not 
employed in filling the gaps in the History. 

While Macaulay thus dwelt at ease in his pleas- 
ant retre4*fe, "a classic in his own life-time," he 
received the most striking possible proof of the 
esteem and admiration in which he was held. To 
be made a Lord could add nothing to his fame or 
to his dignity ; but it was the last concentrated 
drop in that cup of success which it seemed de- 
creed should in Macaulay^s case be filled to the 
very brim. Here is the entry in his journal re- 
cording the event : 

" Augtut 28^ 1857 — A great day in my life. I staid 
at home, very sad about India.* Not that I have any 
doubt about the result, but the news is heart-breaking. 
I went, very low, to dinner, and had hardly begun to eat 
when a messenger came with a letter from Palmerston. 
An offer of a peerage ; the queen^s pleasure already ta- 
ken. I was very nmoh surprised. Perhaps no such of- 
fer was ever made without the slightest solicitatiou, di- 
rect or indirect, to a man of humble origin and moderate 
fortune, who had long quitted public life. . I had no hesi- 
tation about accepting, with many respectful and grate- 
ful expressions ; but God knows that the poor women at 
Delhi and Cawnpore are more in my thoughts than my 
coronet. It was necessary for me to choose a title off- 
hand. I determined to be Baron Macaulay of Bothley. 
I was bom there ; I have lived much there ; I am named 
from the family which long had the manor ; my uncle 
was rector there. Nobody can complain of my taking a 

* The Sepoy Mutiny was then at its worst. 
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designation from a village which is nobody's property 



now." 



Macaulay was already a German baron, having 
been named by the King of Prussia a Knight of 
the Order of Merit in 1853, on the presentation of 
the Hoyal Academy of Sciences at Berlin. He 
was also a member of the Institute of France, and 
of the Academies of Utrecht, Munich, and Turin. 
In his own country he had been presented to the 
degree of Doctor of Civil Law at Oxford in 1853, 
had been chosen president of the Philosophical 
Institution of Edinburgh in 1854, and for many 
years rendered arduous and valuable services as a 
trustee of the British Museum. 

The tranquil course of Macaulay's existence at 
Holly Lodge was broken in 1859 by an event which 
threatened to be far more terrible to him than 
death. His brother-in-law. Sir Charles Trevelyan, 
was appointed governor of Madras, and sailed for 
India in February, leaving his family to follow 
him later, but after no very long interval. Those 
who have seen the relation in which this family 
stood to Macaulay will understand that the trial 
which now awaited him was one of the heaviest 
that could by any possibility have been allotted 
to him ; and it was aggravated by the conviction 
that when he and his sister parted they would 
part for ever. He struggled manfully to bear up 
under it, and tried to believe himself resigned ; 
but his spirits steadily sank and his strength sank 
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with them. In a letter to his friend Ellis, writ- 
ten on October 24th, he says : " I have been very 
well in body since we parted ; but in mind I have 
suffered much, and the more because I have had 
to put a force upon myself in ol-der to appear 
cheerful. It is at last settled that Hannah and 
Alice are to go to Madras in February. I can not 
deny that it is right ; and my duty is to avoid 
whatever can add to the pain which they suffer. 
But I am very unhappy. However, I read, and 
write, and contrive to forget my sorrow for whole 
hours. But it recurs, and will recur." A little 
later he writes : " I could almost wish that what 
is to be were to be immediately. I dread the next 
four months more than even the months which 
will follow the separation. This prolonged part- 
ing — ^this slow sipping of the vinegar and the 
gall— is terrible.'* 

But the burden was not permitted to be great- 
er than he could bear ; happy and fortunate as his 
life had been from the beginning, happy and for- 
tunate it was destined to be to the close. 

The last entry in his journal is dated December 
23d. Two days afterward he had a fainting-fit 
which the doctors declared to be unimportant, 
but which proved to be premonitory of the end. 
** In a contemporary account of Macaulay's last 
illness," says Mr. Trevelyan, ** it is related that 
on the morning of Wednesday, the 28th of De- 
cember, he mustered strength to dictate a letter 
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addressed to a poor curate, inclosing twenty-five 
pounds ; after signing which letter, he never wrote 
his name again. Late in the afternoon of the 
same day I called at Holly Lodge, intending to 
propose myself to dinner ; an intention which was 
abandoned as soon as I entered the library. My 
uncle was sitting, with his head bent forward on 
his chest, in a languid and drowsy reverie. The 
first number of the "ComhiU Magazine" lay 
unheeded before him, open at the first page of 
Thackeray^s story of "Lovel the Widower. '^ He 
did not utter a word, except in answer ; and the 
only one of my observations that at this distance 
of time I can recall suggested to him painful and 
pathetic reflections which altogether destroyed his 
self-command. 

*^ On hearing my report of his state, my mother 
resolved to spend the night at Holly Lodge. She 
had just left the drawing-room to make her pre- 
paration for the visit (it being, I suppose, a little 
before seven in the evening), when a servant ar- 
rived with an urgent summons. As we drove up to 
the porch of my uncle's house, the maids ran, cry- 
ing, out into the darkness to meet us, and we knew 
that all was over. We found him in the library, 
seated in his easy-chair, and dressed as usual ; with 
his book on the table before him, still open on the 
same page. He had told his butler that he should 
go to bed early, as he was very tired. The man 
proposed his lying on the sofa. He rose as if to 
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move, sat down again, and ceased to breathe. He 
died as he had always wished to die — ^without 
pain ; without any formal farewell ; preceding to 
the grave all whom he loved ; and leaving behind 
him a great and honorable name, and the memory 
of a life every action of which was as clear and 
transparent as one of his own sentences.'* 

On the 9th of January, 1860, with impressive 
pomp, and amid the grief of an entire nation, he 
was borne to Westminster Abbey and buried in 
the Poets' Comer, at the feet of the statue of Ad- 
dison, and near the tombs of Johnson and Gold- 
smith, Garrick, Handel, and Gay. 



vm. 

PEBSOKAL TRAITS AKD CHARACTER. 

The earliest description of Macaulay's person- 
al appearance is that given by Praed in his playful 
introduction to Knight's ** Quarterly Magazine." 
^^ There came up a stout manly figure, marvelous- 
ly upright, with a bad neck-cloth, and one hand 
in his waistcoat-pocket. Of regular beauty he 
had little to boast ; but in faces where there is an 
expression of great power, or of great good humor, 
or both, you do not regret its absence." Eemark- 
ing on this picture, Mr. Trevelyan says that every 
touch in it is correct, and that it tells all there is 
to be told. Macaulay ** had a massive head, and 
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features of a powerful and rugged east ; but so 
constantly lighted up by erery joyful and enno- 
bling emotion that it mattered little if, when ab- 
solutely quiescent, his face was rather homely than 
handsome. While conversing at table, no one 
thought him otherwise than good-looking ; but 
when he rose he was seen to be short and stout in 
figure." 

Writing in September, 1831, his sister Mar- 
garet says : ** At Holland House, the other day, 
Tom met Lady Lyndhurst for the first time. 
She said to him, * Mr. Macaulay, you are so dif- 
ferent to what I expected. I thought you were 
dark and thin, but you are fair, and, really, Mr. 
Macaulay, you are fat.'" In a private journal, 
this same sister Margaret writes, under date of 
March 24, 1831 : " Tom is very much improved 
in his appearance during the last two or three 
years. His figure is not so bad for a man of thirty 
as for a man of twenty-two. He dresses better, 
and his manners, from seeing a great deal of so- 
ciety, are very much improved. When silent and 
occupied in thought, walking up and down the 
room, as he always does, his hands clinched, and 
muscles working with the intense exertion of his 
mind, strangers would think his countenance 
stern ; but I remember a writing-master of ours, 
when Tom had come into the room and left it 
again, saying, * Ladies, your brother looks like a 
lump of good humor ! ' " 
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In a letter to his sister Hannah^ dated July 
27, 1833, Macaulay himself says : " To-day I 
went to Haydon's to be painted into his great 
picture of *The Reform Banquet.' Ellis was 
with me, and declares that Haydon has touched 
me off to a nicety. I am sick of pictures of my 
own face. I have seen within the last few days 
one drawing of it, one engraving, and three paint- 
ings. They all make me a very handsome fellow. 
Haydon pronounces my profile a gem of art, per- 
fectly antique ; and, what is worth the praise of 
ten Haydons, I was told yesterday that Mrs. Lit- 
tleton, the handsomest woman in London, had 
paid me exactly the same compliment. She pro- 
nounced Mr. Macaulay's profile to be a study for 
an artist. I have bought a new looking-glass and 
razor-case on the strength of these compliments, 
and am meditating on the expediency of having 
my hair cut in the Burlington Arcade, rather 
than in Lamb's Conduit Street. As Richard 

says, 

* Since I am crept in favor with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost.' " 

In regard to dress, Macaulay appears to have 
been careless rather than tasteless, "He dressed 
badly," says Mr. Trevelyan, "but not cheaply. 
His clothes, though ill put on, were good, and his 
wardrobe was always enormously over-stocked. 
Later in life he indulged himself in an apparently 
inexhaustible succession of handsome embroidered 
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waistcoats^ which he used to regard with much 
complacency. He was unhandy to a degree quite 
unexampled in the experience of all who Imew 
him. When in the open air, he wore perfectly 
new dark kid gloves, into the fingers of which he 
never succeeded in inserting his own more than 
half-way. After he had sailed for India, there 
were found in his chambers between fifty and 
aixty strops, hacked into strips and splinters, and 
razors without beginning or end. About the 
same period he hurt his hand, and was reduced 
to send for a barber. After the operation, he 
asked what was to pay. " Oh sir," said the man, 
** whatever you usually give the person who 
shaves you." "In that case," said Macaulay, " I 
should give you a great gash on each cheek." 

From the earliest period of his life Macaulay 
exhibited the genuine student's antipathy to un- 
necessary physical exertion. Says Mr. Trevelyan : 

" During an epooh when, at our principal seats of 
edncation, athletic pnrsaits are regarded as a leading ob- 
ject of existence, rather than as a means of health and 
recreation, it requires some boldness to oonfess that 
Macaulay was utterly destitute of bodily accomplish- 
ments, and that he viewed his deficiencies with supreme 
indifference. He could neither swim, nor row, nor drive, 
nor skate, nor shoot. He seldom crossed a saddle, and 
never willingly. When in attendance at Windsor, as a 
cabinet minister, he was informed that a horse was at 
his disposal. * If her majesty wishes to see me ride/ ho 
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said, ' she mast order out an elephant.' The only exer« 
cise in which he can he said to have excelled was that of 
threading crowded streets with his eyes fixed upon a 
hook. He might he seen in sach thoroughfares as Ox- 
ford Street and Oheapside walking as fast as other peo- 
ple walked, and reading a great deal faster than any- 
body else could read. As a pedestrian he was, indeed, 
above the average. Till he had passed fifty, he thought 
nothing of going on foot from the Albany to Clapham, 
and from Clapham on to Greenwich, and, while still in 
the prime of life, he was for ever on his feet indoors as 
well as out. * In those days,' says his cousin, Mrs. Oony- 
beare, ^ he walked rapidly up and down a room as he 
talked. I remember on one occasion, when he was mak- 
ing a call, he stopped short in his walk in the midst of 
a declamation on some subject, and said, ^^ You have a 
brick fioor here." The hostess confessed that it was 
true, though she hoped that it had been disguised by 
double matting and a thick carpet. He said that his 
habit of always walking enabled him to tell accurately 
the material he was treading on.' " 

No trait of Macanlay's character is more pleas- 
ing or more honorable to him than the hearty sim- 
plicity and cordial affection which he evinced in 
all his domestic relations. Many examples o^ 
this trait have been woven into the previous nar 
rative ; and, indeed, it would be impossible truth 
fully to portray a single year of Macaulay's life, 
or adequately to explain the motives which actu- 
ated any important step of his career, without 
frequent reference to these relations. His filial 
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and fraternal affections were so intense as to ex- 
clude apparently all thought of those tenderer ties 
which such a nature as his might have been ex- 
pected to crave ; and it has already been seen how 
large a share of the happiness of a singularly hap- 
py life was due to that sister Hannah (Lady Tre- 
velyan) who, after the death of his sister Margaret, 
became the object of an almost idolatrous fond- 
ness. Only in the case of his father does there 
appear to have been so wide a divergence of 
tastes as to exclude those reciprocal sympathies 
without which affection can hardly remain very 
cordial. Referring to this point. Lady Trevelyan 
writes : 

" I think, with all the love and reverence with which 
yonr uncle regarded his father's memory, there mingled 
a shade of bitterness that he had not met qnite the en- 
couragement and appreciation from him which he re- 
ceived from others. But such a son as he was I Never 
a disrespectful word or look, always anxious to please 
and amuse, and at last he was the entire stay and sup- 
port of his father's declining years. 

" Your uncle was of opinion that the course pursued by 
his father toward him during his youth was not judicious. 
But here I am inclined to disagree with him. There was 
no want of proof of the estimation in which his father 
held him, corresponding with him from a very early age as 
with a man, conversing with him freely, and writing of 
him most fondly. But, in the desire to keep down any 
conceit, there was certainly in my father a great outward 
show of repression and depreciation. Then the faults of 
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yonr nncle were peculiarly those that my father had no 
patience with. Himself precise in his arrangements, writ- 
ing a heantif ol hand, particnlar ahout neatness, very accu- 
rate and calm, detesting strong expressions, and remark^ 
bly self-controDed — while his eager, impetuous boy, care- 
less of his dress, always forgetting to wash his hands and 
brush his hair, writing an execrable hand, and folding his 
letters with a great blotch for a seal, was a constant care 
and irritation. Many letters to your uncle have I read on 
these subjects. Sometimes a specimen of the proper way 
of folding a letter is sent to him (those were the sad days 
before envelopes were known), and he is desired to re- 
peat the experiment till he succeeds. General Macaulay^s 
fastidious nature led him to take my father's line regard- 
ing your uncle, and my youthful soul was often vexed by 
the constant reprimands for venial transgressions. But 
the great sin was the idle reading, which was a thorn in 
my father's side that never was extracted. In truth, he 
really acknowledged to the full your uncle's abilities, and 
felt that if he could only add his own morale^ his un- 
wearied industry, his power of concentrating his ener- 
gies on the work in hand, his patient, painstaking calm- 
ness, to the genius and fervor which his son possessed, 
then a being might be formed who could regenerate the 
world. Often in later years I have heard my father, af- 
ter expressing an earnest desire for some object, exclaim, 
* If I had only Tom's power of speech I ' But he should 
have remembered that all gifts are not given to one, and 
that perhaps such a union as he coveted is even impos- 
sible. Parents must be content to see their children 
walk in their own path, too happy if through any road 
they attain the same end, the living for the glory of God 
and the good of man." 
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Macaulay was never known to take part in any 
family quarrel, or personal broil of any description 
whatsoever ; but his conduct in this respect was 
the result of self -discipline and not of any lack of 
sensibility. " He is very sensitive," said his sister 
Margaret, " and remembers long, as well as feels 
deeply, anything in the form of a slight." At 
college his friends used to tell him that his lead- 
ing qualities were generosity and vindictiveness. 
" Courage," says Mr. Trevelyan, " he certainly 
did not lack " : 

"During the years when his spirit was high, and Ins 
pen cot deep, and when the habits of society were differ- 
ent from what they are at present, more than one adver- 
sary displayed symptoms of a desire to meet him else- 
where than on paper. On these occasions, while show- 
ing consideration for his opponent, he evinced a quiet 
but very decided sense of what was due to liimself which 
commanded the respect of aU who were implicated, and 
brought difficulties that might have been grave to an 
honorable and satisfactory issue. He reserved his pug- 
nacity for quarrels undertaken on public grounds and 
fought out with the world looking on as umpire. In the 
lists of criticism and of debate, it can not he denied that, 
as a young man, he sometimes deserved the praise which 
Br. Johnson pronounced upon a good hater. He had no 
mercy for bad writers, and notably for bad poets, unless 
they were in want of money ; in which case he became, 
within his means, the most open-handed of patrons. He 
was too apt to undervalue both tlie heart and the head 
of those who desired to maintain the old system of civil 
14 
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and religious exclusion, and who grudged political power 
to their fellow countrymen, or at any rate to those of 
their fellow countrymen whom, he was himself pre- 
pared to enfranchise. Independent, frank, and proud 
almost to a fault, he detested the whole race of jobbers 
and time-servers, parasites and scandal-mongers, led-cap- 
tains, led-authors, and led-orator©." 

So loyal and sincere was Macaulay's nature 
that he was unwilling, we are told, to live upon 
terms of even apparent intimacy with people whom 
he did not like, or could not esteem ; and, as far 
as civility would allow, he avoided their advances 
and especially their hospitality. He did not 
choose, he said, to eat salt with a man for whom 
he could not say a good word in all companies. 
But he was true throughout life to those who had 
once acquired his regard and respect. " He loved 
to place his purse, his influence, and his talents at 
the disposal of a friend ; and any one he called by 
that name he judged with indulgence, and trusted 
with a faith that would endure almost any strain. 
If his confidence proved to have been egregiously 
misplaced, which he was always the last to see, he 
did not resort to remonstrance or recrimination." 

An essential part of this general affectionate- 
ness of Macaulay's disposition was his love for 
children. Innumerable passages in his journals 
and correspondence proved how closely he ob- 
served them, how completely he understood them, 
and how heartily he enjoyed their company. 
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^'The feelings with which Macanlay regarded 
children," says Mr. Trevelyan, "were akin to 
those of the great writer to whom we owe the 
death of Little Paul and the meeting between the 
schoolboy and his mother in the eighth chapter 
of * David Copperfield/ " A very touching entry 
in his journal is as follows : " I have no children 
of my own, it is true, but I have children whom 
I love as if they were my own, and who, I believe, 
love me." The children here referred to were 
those of his sister Lady Trevelyan, and of his most 
delightful relation^ with them a copious account is 
given in the previous chapter. But his liking for 
children was not restricted to those that belonged 
to his own family, as it were. On one occasion, 
returning from a visit to a collection of paintings 
at Leigh Court, he saw on the road what he pro- 
nounced a more delightful picture than any in the 
collection : 

" In a deep, shady lane was a donkey-cart driven by 
a lad ; and on it were four pretty girls, from eleven to 
six, evidently sisters. They were quite wild with spirits 
at having so rare a treat as a ride, and they were laugh- 
ing and singing in a way that almost made me cry with 
mere sense of the beautiful. They saw I was pleased, 
and answered me very prettily when I made some in- 
quiry about my route. I begged them to go on singing ; 
and they all four began caroling, in perfect concert, and 
in tunes as joyous as larks. I gave them the silver I had 
about me to buy doDs. I should like to have a picture 
of the cart and the cargo. Gainsborough would have 
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been the man. But I should not like to leave an ex- 
ecrably bad poem on the subject, such as Wordsworth 
would have written." 

The love of children is commonly associated 
with a liking for domestic animals, and espe- 
cially for dogs, as the surest test of a good heart ; 
and it is somewhat unfortunate, after what we 
have said about his love for children, to be obliged 
to confess that Maoaulay was sadly derelict in 
the matter of dogs. In 1850, when staying with 
some friends in the country, he writes : " After 
breakfast I walked with the young ladies ; nice, 
intelligent girls they are. A couple of ill-condi- 
tioned curs went with us, whom they were foolish 
enough to make pets of ; so that we were regaled 
by a dog-fight, and were very near having on our 
hands two or three other fights. How odd that- 
people of sense should find any pleasure in being 
accompanied by a beast who is always spoiling 
conversation ! " And here is a highly amusing 
entry in the diary of a winter's visit to Bowood : 

" Janua/ry Slat — A fine frosty day. Lord Lansdowne 
proposed a walk, and we went up to the hill where the 
old moat and yew-tree are. The way lay through a per- 
fect Slough of Despond. I, like Pliable, should have 
turned back, but Lady Mahon's courage shamed me. 
After lunch I went to walk alone in the pleasure-ground, 
but was pestered by a most sociable cur who would not 
be got rid of. I went into a plantation, railed off with 
gates at each end, and shut the brute out ; but he per- 
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fectly understood my tactics — cnrse his intelligence ! — 
and waited for me at the other gate. After vainly try- 
ing to escape him in this way, I shut him in, and staid 
outside myself. When I walked away, he saw that he 
had been outgeneraled by human reason, and set up the 
most ludicrous howl that I ever heard in my life.^* 

Yet it is eminently chajactenstic of Macaulay 
that, in spite of his dislike of dogs in general, he 
was extremely kind to the only dog that ever de- 
pended on him for kindness ; a very small and 
pretty Mexican spaniel belonging to one of his 
nieces. " He treated the little animal," says Mr. 
Trevelyan, " exactly as he treated children, bring- 
ing it presents from the toy-shops, and making 
rhymes about it by the quarter of an hour to- 
gether." 

Not less noteworthy than his tender affection- 
ateness was his extreme sensibility to everything 
which appealed to the sentiment of pity, whether 
in nature or in art. " Have you seen the first 
number of * Dombey ' ? " he writes on one occa- 
sion. *' There is not much in it ; but there is 
one passage which made me cry as if my heart 
would break. It is the description of a little girl 
who has lost an affectionate mother, and is un- 
kindly treated by everybody. Images of that 
sort always overpower me, even when the artist is 
less skillful than Dickens." And in his journal 
for April 17, 1858, he writes; *an the ^Times' 
of this morning there was an account of a suicide 
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of a poor girl which quite broke my heart. I can 
not' get it out of my thoughts, or help crying 
when I think of it." He was so moved by the vis- 
ible representation of distressing scenes that he 
went most unwillingly to the theatre, for which 
during his college days he had entertained a pas- 
sionate though transient fondness. " I well re- 
member," says Mr. Trevelyan, " how, during the 
performance of ^ Masks and Faces,' the sorrows of 
the broken-down author and his starving family 
in their Grub Street garret entirely destroyed the 
pleasure which he otherwise would have taken in 
Mrs. Stirling's admirable acting." And he was 
hardly less easily affected to tears by that which 
was sublime and stirring in literature than by 
that which was melancholy and pathetic. In 
August, 1851, he writes from Malvern to his 
niece Margaret: "I finished the * Iliad' to-day. 
I had not read it through since the end of 1837, 
when I was at Calcutta, and when you often 
called me away from my studies to show you pic- 
tures and to feed the crows. I never admired the 
old fellow so much, or was so strongly moved by 
him. What a privilege genius like his enjoys ! 
I could not tear myself away. I read the last 
five books at a stretch during my walk to-day, 
and was at last forced to turn into a by-path, lest 
the parties of walkers should see me blubbering for 
imaginary beings, the creations of a ballad-maker 
who has been dead these three thousand years." 
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In his association with his family and friends, 
Macaulay was entirely unaffected, unassuming, 
and unpretentious. Until they had gotten quite 
beyond childhood, his little nephews and nieces 
were wholly unaware that he who was simply 
" Uncle Tom " to them was anything more to the 
rest of the world ; and Mr. Trevelyan recalls hav- 
ing boasted to his schoolmates that he had an 
uncle who was writing a history in five volumes — 
the fact of its being in five volumes being to him 
the most significant circumstance in connection 
with it. His relations as a young man with his 
young sisters have already been described ; but 
room must be found for at least one extract from 
a journal which was kept by his sister Margaret 
during the years 1831 and 1832, and which af- 
fords a pleasant picture of his home-life and hab- 
its : 

" I think I was about twelve when I first became 
very fond of my brother, and from that time my affec- 
tion for him has gone on increasing during a period of 
seven years. I shall never forget my delight and en- 
chantment when I first found that he seemed to like 
talking to me. His manner was very flf^ttering to such 
a child, for he always took as much pains to amuse me, 
and to inform me on anything I wished to know, as he 
could have done to the greatest person in the land. I 
have heard him express great disgust toward those peo- 
ple who, lively and agreeable abroad, are a dead-weight 
in the family circle. I think the remarkable clearness of 
his style proceeds in some measure from the habit of 
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conversing with very jonng people, to whom he has a 
great deal to explain and impart. 

" He reads his works to ns in the mannscript, and 
when we find fault, as I verv often do, with his heing 
too severe npon people, he takes it with the greatest 
kindness, and often alters what we do not like. I hard- 
ly ever, indeed, met with a sweeter temper than his. 
He is rather hastj, and when he has not time for an in- 
stant^s thought he will sometimes retarn a quick an- 
swer, for which he will he sorry the moment he has 
said it But in a conversation of any length, though it 
may be on subjects that touch him very nearly, and 
though the person with whom he converses may be very 
provoking and extremely out of temper, I never saw him 
lose his. He never uses this superiority, as some do. for 
the purpose of irritating another still more by coolness, 
but speaks in a kind, good-natured manner, as if he 
wished to bring the other back to temper without ap- 
pearing to notice that he had lost it." 

Another passage in Margaret Macaiday's jonr- 
nal is interesting as revealing something of what 
we may call the interior working of Macanlay's 
mind : 

" I said that I was surprised at the great accuracy of 
his information, considering how desultory his reading 
had been. * My accuracy as to facts,' he said, * I owe to 
a cause which many men would not confess. It is due 
to my love of castle-building. The past is, in my mind, 
soon constructed into a romance.' He then went on to 
describe the way in which from his childhood his imagi- 
nation had been filled by the study of history. * With a 
person of my turn,' he said, * the minute touches are as of 
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as great interest, and perhaps greater than the most im- 
portant events. Spending so much time as I do in soli- 
tude, my mind would have rusted by gazing vacantly at 
the shop-windows. As it is, I am no sooner in the streets 
than I am in Greece, in Rome, in the midst of the French 
Revolution. Precision in dates, the day or hour in which 
a man was born or died, becomes absolutely necessary. 
A slight fact, a sentence, a word, are of importance in 
my romance. " Pepys's Diary " formed an inexhaustible 
food for my fancy. I seem to know every inch of White- 
hall. I go in at Hans Holbein^s gate, and come out 
through the matted gallery. The conversations which I 
compose between great people of the time are long, and 
sufficiently animated : in the style, if not with the merits, 
of Sir Walter Scott's. The old parts of London, which 
you are sometimes surprised at my knowing so well, 
those old gates and houses down by the river, have all 
played their part in my stories.' He spoke, too, of the 
manner in which he used to wander about Paris, weav- 
ing tales of the Revolution, and he thought that he owed 
his command of language greatly to this habit." 

The ability to furnish those " minute touches " 
which so vivified historical places and persons for 
him was largely due to that " idle reading '^ which 
his father strongly reprobated, and especially to 
that irrepressible taste for novel-reading which 
characterized Macaulay throughout his life. His 
omnivorous appetite for trashy novels and the 
apparent delight with which he read them are in 
curious contrast with the severity of his critical 
judgments, and would seem to imply that, with a 
keen perception of defects of knowledge, he was 
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comparatively indifferent to defects of taste. Ee- 
marking upon this habit of novel-reading, Mr. 
Trevelyan says : 

"The feeling with which Macaulay and his sister 
[Hannah] regarded books differed from that of other peo- 
ple in kind rather than in degree. When they were dis- 
coursing together about a work of history or biography, 
a by-stander would have supposed that they had lived in 
the times of which the author treated, and had a personal 
acquaintance with every human being who was men- 
tioned in his pages. Pepys, Addison, Horace Walpole, 
Dr. Johnson, Madame de Genlis, the Due de St. Simon, 
and the several societies in which those worthies moved, 
excited in their minds precisely the same sort of concern 
and gave matter for discussions of exactly the same type 
as most people bestow upon the proceedings of their own 
contemporaries. The past was to them as the present, 
and the fictitious as the actual. The older novels, which 
had been the food of their early years, had become part 
of themselves to such an extent that in speaking to each 
other they frequently employed sentences from dialogues 
in those novels to express the idea, or even the business, 
of the moment. On matters of the street or of the house- 
hold they would use the very language of Mrs. Elton 
and Mrs. Bennet, Mr. Woodhouse, Mr. Collins, and John 
Thorpe, and the other inimitable actors on Jane Austen's 
unpretending stage, while they would debate the love 
affairs and the social relations of their own circle in a 
series of quotations from *Sir Charles Grandison' or 
Evelina.' .... 

" Macaulay thought it probable that he could rewrite 
*Sir Charles Grandison' from memory, and certainly 
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he might have done so with his sister^s help. But his 
intimate acquaintance with a work was no proof of its 
merit. ' There was a certain prolific author,' says Lady 
Trevelyan, 'named Mrs. Meeke, whose romances he all 
but knew by heart ; though he quite agreedin my criticism 
that they were one just like another, turning on the ibr- 
tunes of some young man in a very low rank of life who 
eventually proves to be the son of a duke. Then there 
was a set of books by a Mrs. Kitty Cuthbertsoo, most 
silly, though readable, productions, the nature of which 
may be guessed from their titles : *' Santo Sebastiano ; 
or. The Young Protector " ; " The Forest of Montalbano " ; 
*' The Romance of the Pyrenees " ; and '* Adelaide ; or, 
The Countercharm." I remember how, when "Santo 
Sebastiano '' was sold by auction in India, he and Miss 
Eden bid against each other till he secured it at a fabulous 
price ; and I possess it stilL' 

" As an indication of the thoroughness with which this 
literary treasure had been studied, there appears on the 
last page an elaborate computation of the number of 
fainting-fits that occnr in the course of the five volumes. 

Julia de Clifford 11 

Lady Delamore 4 

Lady Thcodosia 4 

Lord Glenbrook 2 

Lord Delamore 2 

Lady Enderfield 1 

Lord Asligrove 1 

Lord St. Orville 1 

Heniy Mildmay. 1 

" A single passage, selected for no other reason than 
because it is the shortest, will serve as a specimen of 
these catastrophes: 'One of the sweetest smiles that 
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ever animated the face of mortal now diffused itself over 
the countenance of Lord St. Orville, as he fell at the feet 
of Julia in a death-like swoon.^ '' 

Macaulay's faults, according to Mr. Trevelyan, 
were such as give annoyance to those who dislike 
a man rather than anxiety to those who love him. 
** Vehemence, over-confidence, the inability to 
recognize that there are two sides to a question or 
two people in a dialogue, are defects which during 
youth are perhaps inseparable from gifts like those 
with which he was endowed." While at college 
he said of himself that, " whenever anybody enun- 
ciated a proposition, all possible answers to it 
rushed into his mind at once," and it was said of 
him by others that he had no opinions except the 
opposite of those held by the persons with whom 
he was talking. 

Nevertheless, such were his conversational 
powers that, even as a very young man, nine peo- 
ple out of ten liked nothing better than to listen 
to him — "which was very fortunate," says Mr. 
Trevelyan, "because in his early days he had 
scanty respect of persons, either as regards the 
choice of his topics or the quantity of his words." i 
Every one will recall Sydney Smith's jest about the 
"occasional flashes of silence" which had im- 
proved Macaulay's conversation since his return 
from India ; but, besides having the exaggeration 
which is apt to characterize a jest, the implied 
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criticism would seem to have been applicable only 
to the earliest period of Macaulay's social career. 
Mr. Trevelyan assures us that, with his excellent 
temper and entire absence of conceit, Macaulay 
soon began to learn consideration for others in 
small things as well, as in great ; and that by the 
time he was fairly, launched in London, he was 
agreeable in company as well as forcible and amus- 
ing. Wilberforce speaks of his *^ unruffled good 
humor ^' ; and Sir Eobert Inglis, a good observer, 
with ample opportunity for forming a judgment, 
pronounced that he conversed, and did not dic- 
tate, and that he was loud, but never overbearing. 
Even Crabbe Robinson, who liked to have his own 
full share of whatever talk was going on, writes 
in his diary for 1826 : "A dinner-party. I had 
a most interesting companion in young Macaulay, 
one of the most promising of the rising generation 
I have seen for a long time .... Very eloquent 
and cheerful. Overflowing with words, and not 
poor in thought. Liberal in opinion, but no radi- 
cal. He seems a correct as well as a full man. 
He showed a minute knowledge of subjects not 
introduced by himself.*' 

The foregoing extract describes the impression 
which Macaulay made as a young man just be- 
ginning to be known to London diners-out. In 
the following passage, Mr. Trevelyan describes his 
appearance and bearing in conversation when in 
the full maturity of his years and fame : 
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"Whatever fault might be fonnd with Macaulay^B 
gestures as an orator, his appearance and bearing in 
conversation were singularly effective. Sitting bolt up- 
right, his hands resting on the arms of his chair or folded 
on the handle of his walking-stick; knitting his great 
eyebrows if the subject was one which had to be thought 
out as he went along, or brightening from the forehead 
downward when a burst of humor was coming; his 
massive features and honest glance suited well with the 
manly, sagacious sentiments which he set forth in his 
pleasant, sonorous voice, and in his racy and admirably 
intelligible language. To get at his meaning, people had 
never the need to think twice, and they certainly had 
seldom the time. And with all his ardor, and all his 
strength and energy of conviction, he was so truly con- 
siderate toward others, so delicately courteous with the 
courtesy which is of the essence, and not only in the 
manner I However eager had been the debate, and how- 
ever prolonged the sitting, no one in the company ever 
had personal reasons for wishing a word of his unsaid, or 
a look or a tone recalled. His good things were never 
long in the making. During the Oaffre war, at a time 
when we were getting rather the worst of it, he opened 
the street-door for a walk down Westbourne Terrace. 
'The blacks are flying,' said his companion. *I wish 
they were in South Africa,' was the instant reply. His 
quotations were always ready, and never off the mark. 
On a Sunday afternoon, when the family were engaged 
in discussing a new curate, one of the children, with 
true Glapham instiuct, asked whether the reverend gen- 
tleman had ever received a testimonial. *■ I am glad, my 
boy,' said Macaulay, 'that you would not muzzle the ox 
that treadeth out the corn.' Sometimes he would re- 
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oast his thonghts, and give them over again in the shape 
of an epigram. ' You call me a Liberal,' he said ; ' but I 
don't know that in these days I deserve the name. I 
am opposed to the abolition of standing armies. I am 
opposed to the abrogation of capital punishment. I am 
opposed to the destruction of the National Church. In 
short, I am in favor of war, hanging, and Church estab- 
lishments.' " 

If it can not be traly said that Macaulay was 
arrogant or domineering in conversation, still less 
can it be said that he exhibited these failings in 
his capacity as an author. It has been seen how 
slight an estimate he placed upon productions 
which even during his lifetime the public had ac- 
cepted as classics ; and probably no man has ever 
lived who possessed fewer of those little vanities 
and susceptibilities which are supposed to belong 
in a peculiar degree to the genus irritabile. In 
the recently published correspondence of Mr. Mac- 
vey Napier, editor of the " Edinburgh Keview," 
with his contributors, Macaulay appears to singu- 
lar advantage — frank, manly, generous, amiable, 
and modest ; seldom provoked, easily appeased, 
complaisant in discussion, and tractable under 
correction. To us, indeed, there is now some- 
thing almost ludicrous in the spectacle of a man 
of Mr. Napier's caliber subjecting the work of a 
Macaulay to what Carlyle describes as " that light 
editorial hacking and hewing to right and left " ; 
but Macaulay took such share of it as fell to him 
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with as mnch modesty, as complete an absence of 
self-assertive vanity, as though he had been a tyro 
in letters, with a reputation yet to win, and with 
his bread and butter dependent upon his making 
himself and his writings acceptable to his editorial 
task-master. The considerate respect and even 
deference with which he continued to treat Mr. 
Napier's little pruderies and prejudices long after 
his reputation had made him far more important 
to the "Keview" than the "Review" had ever 
been to him is not the least admirable trait in 
Macaulay's character; and there is something 
very touching in the discontent with which, amid 
the universal chorus of praise with which his 
History was received, he compared his work with 
that of Herodotus and Thucydides. 

It has been seen in the course of this biography 
how ample and generously Macaulay fulfilled his 
duties toward those with whom he was connected 
by ties of blood. After his father's failure and 
death, he regarded himself as the head of the 
family ; responsible for seeing that all his brothers 
and sisters were no worse off than if their father 
had died a prosperous man. But it was only in 
this respect, says Mr. Trevelyan, that he assumed 
the paternal relation. ^^In his ordinary behavior 
there was nothing which betokened that he was 
the benefactor of all with whom he had to do. 
He never interfered ; he never obtruded advice ; 
he never demanded that his own tastes or views 
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should be consulted, and he was studiously mind- 
ful of the feelings, and even the fancies, of others." 

Nor were his kindness and generosity confined 
to his kindred. "He was handsome in all his 
dealings, both great and small. Wherever he 
he went (to use his own phrase), he took care to 
make his mother's son welcome. Within his own 
household he was positively worshiped, and with 
good reason ; for Sir Walter Scott himself was 
not a kinder master. He cheerfully and habitu- 
ally submitted to those petty sacrifices by means 
of which an unselfish man can do so much to secure 
the comfort and to earn the attachment of those 
who are around him ; marching off in all weath- 
ers to his weekly dinner at the club, in order to 
give his servants their Sunday evening ; going far 
out of his way to make such arrangements as 
would enable them to enjoy and to prolong their 
holidays ; or permitting them, if so they preferred, 
to entertain their relations under his roof for a 
month together. ^To-day,' he says, ^William 
and Elizabeth went off to fetch William's father. 
As I write, here come my travelers ; the old man 
with a stick. Well ? It is good to give pleasure 
and show sympathy. There is no vanity in saying 
that I am a good master.^ " 

Even those who had no sort of claim upon 

him seldom appealed to his kindness in vain ; and 

from the time that he began to feel the money in 

his purse his diary and letters contain evidences 

15 
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of his almost prodigal generosity. Here are a few 

specimens of many similar entries : " Mrs. Y 

applied to me, as she said, and as I believe, with- 
out her husband's knowledge, for help in his pro- 
fession. He is a clergyman ; a good one, but too 
puritanical for my taste. I could not promise to 
ask any favors from the Government ; but I sent 
him twenty-jfive pounds to assist him in supporting 
the orphan daughters of his brother. I mean to 
let him have the same sum annually." " I have 
been forced to refuse any further assistance to a 

Mrs. Y y who has had thirty-five pounds from 

me in the course of a few months, and whose de- 
mands come thicker and thicker. I suppose that 
she well resent my refusal bitterly. That is all 
that I ever got by conferring benefits on any but 

my own nearest relations and friends." "H 

called. I gave him three guineas for his library 
subscription. I lay out very little money with so 
much satisfaction. For three guineas a year, I 
keep a very good, intelligent young fellow out of a 
great deal of harm, and do him a great deal of good." 
" I suppose," he writes to one of his sisters, " that 

you told Mrs. Z that I was not angry with 

her ; for to-day I have a letter from her begging 
for money most vehemently, and saying that, if I 
am obdurate, her husband must go to prison. I 
have sent her twenty pounds ; making up what 
she has had from me within a few months to a 
hundred and thirty pounds. But I have told her 
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that her husband must take the consequences of 
his own acts, and that she must expect no further 
assistance from me. This importunity has pro- 
voked me not a little." In truth, the tone in 
which some of Macaulay's most regular pension- 
ers were accustomed to address him contrasts al- 
most absurdly with the respect paid him by the 

public at large. **That wretched K ," he 

writes, "haa sent a scurrilous begging letter in 
his usual style. He hears that I have made thirty 
thousand pounds by my malignant abuse of good 
men. Will I not send some of it to him ?" 

To have written, or to pretend to have writ- 
ten, a book, whether good or bad, was the surest 
and shortest road to Macaulay's pocket. " I sent 

some money to Miss , a middling writer, 

whom I relieved some time ago. I have been giv- 
ing too fast of late — ^forty pounds in four or fiive 

days . I must pull in a little. " * ^ Mrs . again, 

begging and praying. ^ This the' last time ; an 
execution ; etc., etc.* I will send her five pounds 
more. This will make fifty pounds in a few 
months to a bad writer whom I never saw." " I 
have received," he writes to Mr. Longman, "a 
rather queer letter, purporting to be from the wife 

of Mr. D , the author of , and dated from 

Greenwich. Now, I have once or twice received 
similar letters which have afterward turned out 
to be forgeries. I sent ten pounds to a sham Mary 
Howitt, who complained that an unforeseen mis- 
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fortune had reduced her to poverty ; and I can 
hardly help suspecting that there may be a sham 

Mrs. D . If, however, the author of is 

really in distress, I would gladly assist him, 
though I am no admirer of his poetry. Could 
you learn from his publishers whether he really 
lives at Greenwich ? If he does, I will send him 
a few pounds. If he does not, I will set the po- 
lice to work." 

One of Macaulay's biographers, the Eev. Fred- 
erick Arnold, tells the story of a German gentle- 
man, the husband of a lady honorably connected 
with literature, who had suddenly fallen from af- 
fluence to penury. He applied to Macaulay for 
assistance, and, instead of the guinea for which 
he had ventured to hope, he was instantly pre- 
sented with thirty pounds. A similar anecdcjte 
is thus told by Mr. Trevelyan : " During the last 
year of my uncle's life, I called at Holly Lodge to 
bid him good-by before my return to the univer- 
sity. He told me that a person had presented 
himself that very morning, under the name of a 
Cambridge Fellow of some mark, but no great 
mark, in the learned world. This gentleman (for 
such he appeared to be) stated himself to be in 
distress, and asked for pecuniary aid. Macaulay, 
til en and there, gave him a hundred pounds. 
The visitor had no sooner left the room than my 
uncle began to reflect that he had never set eyes 
on him before. He accordingly desired me, as 
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soon as I got back to Cambridge, to make, with 
all possible delicacy, such inquiries as might sat- 
isfy him that, when wishing to relieve the neces- 
sities of a brother scholar, he had not rewarded 
the audacity of a professional impostor." Macau- 
lay's own account of this transaction, as recorded 
in his diary, is also worth reproducing : " Sep- 
tember H, 1869, — A Dr. called, and intro- 
duced himself as a needy man of letters. I was 
gong to give him a sovereign and send him away, 
when I discovered that he was the philologist, 
whom I should never have expected to see in such 
a plight. I felt for him, and gave him a hundred 
pounds. A hard pull on me, I must say. How- 
ever, I have been prosperous beyond the common 
lot of men, and may well assist those who have 
been out of luck." 

After these noble and life-long benefactions, 
there is a truly poetic propriety in the fact that 
the last work of that pen whose enchantment had 
been felt for nearly a generation was the signing of 
a letter addressed to a poor curate, inclosing twen- 
ty-five pounds. 

IX. 

QUALITIES AS A WRITER. 

The distinctive merits of Macaulay as a writer 
— ^his vast knowledge, his vivid imagination and 
prolific fancy, and his superlatively brilliant and 
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forcible style — ^have been pointed out and suflS- 
ciently emphasized in preceding portions of the 
work ; and all that we shall aim to do here will 
" be, after considering those criticisms which have 
been most often made upon him, to summarize 
briefly what seem to us the most essential charac- 
teristics of his literary work. 

In the earlier portion of his career, when he 
was known only by his Essays in the " Edinburgh 
Review," the fault most commonly found with 
Macaulay bore reference to his style — a style so 
novel, so individual, and so aggressive, that it 
was sure to challenge criticism as well as arouse 
admiration. His own idea of a good style may be 
gathered from a letter which he wrote in 1842 to 
Mr. Napier, in response to one from the latter 
objecting to the colloquialisms in his article on 
^^ Frederick the Great." The whole of this letter, 
though long, is well worth perusal ; but the pith 
of it is found in the following passage : 

'-^ "The first rule of all writing — ^that rule to which 
every other is subordinate — is that the words used by 
the writer shall be such as most fully and precisely con- 
vey his meaning to the great body of his readers. All 
considerations aboat the purity and dignity of style 
—ought to bend to this consideration. To write what is 
not understood in its whole force for fear of using some 
word which was unknown to Swift or Dryden would be, 
I think, as absurd as to build an observatory like that at 
Oxford, from which it is impossible to observe, only for 
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the purpose of exactly preserving the proportions of the 
Temple of the Winds at Athens. That a word which is 
appropriate to a particular idea, which everybody, high 
and low, uses to express that idea, and which expresses 
that idea with a completeness which is not equaled by 
any other single word, and scarcely by any circumlo- 
cution, should be banished from writing, seems to be a 
mere throwing away of power." 

It will be seen from this that Macaulay consid- 
ered the prime quality of a good literary style to 
be clearness and intelligibility ; and clearness he 
perpetually aimed to attain. We have already 
seen that no praise which reached him on the 
publication of his History gratified him more 
than the assurance by a proof-reader at his print- 
er's that in the entire work there was only one 
sentence the meaning of which was not obvious to 
him at first sight ; and in his diary under date of 
January 12, 1850, the period when he was en- 
gaged upon the second instaUment of his His- 
tory, is the following significant entry : 

" How little the all-important art of making meaning 
pellucid is studied now I Hardly any popular writer, 
except myself, thinks of it. Many seem to aim at being 
obscure. Indeed, they may be right enough in one sense ; 
for many readers give credit for profundity to whatever 
is obscure, and call all that is perspicuous, shallow. But, 
coraggiol and think of a. d. 2850. Where will your 
Emersons be then? But Herodotus will still be read 
with delight. We must do our best to be read too." 
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Still later, he writes in reference to a book 
that had come under his notice : " The author is, 
I see, an imitator of me. But I am a very unsafe 
modeL My manner is, I think, and the world 
thinks, on the whole a good one ; but it is very 
near to a very bad manner indeed, and those char- 
acteristics of my style which are most easily copied 
arc the most questionable." 

The "characteristics" here referred to are 
doubtless those which Mr. Leslie Stephen has de- 
scribed in the following passage from his eminent- 
ly acute and suggestive essay on Lord Macaulay ; 
" Clearness is the first of the cardinal virtues of 
style ; and nobody ever wrote more clearly than 
Macaulay. He sacrifices much, it is true, in order 
to obtain it. He proves that two and two make 
four, with a pertinacity which would make him 
dull, if it were not from his abundance of brilliant 
illustration. He always remembers the principle 
which should guide a barrister in addressing a 
jury. He has not merely to exhibit his proofs, 
but to hammer them into the heads of his audience 
by incessant repetition. It is no small proof of 
artistic skill that a writer, who systematically 
adopts this method, should yet be invariably live- 
ly. He goes on blacking the chimney with a per- 
sistency which somehow amuses us because he 
puts so much heart into his work. He proves the 
most obvious truths again and again ; but his vi- 
vacity never flags. This tendency undoubtedly 
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leads to great defects of style. His sentences are 
monotonous and mechanical. He has a perfect 
hatred of pronouns, and, for fear of a possible en- 
tanglement between ^ hims ' and ^ hers ' and * its,^ 
he will repeat not merely a substantive, but a 
whole group of substantives. Sometimes, to make 
his sense unmistakable, he will repeat a whole for- 
mula, with only a change in the copula. For the 
same reason he hates all qualifications and paren- 
theses. Each thought must be resolved into its 
constituent parts ; each arrangement must be 
expressed as a simple proposition ; and his para- 
graphs are rather aggregates of independent atoms 
than possessed of an organic unity. His writing 
— to use a favorite formula of his own — ^bears the 
same relation to a style of graceful modulation 
that a bit of mosaic work bears to a picture. Each 
phrase has its distinct hue, instead of melting into 
its neighbors. Here we have a black patch and 
there a white. There are no half tones, no sub- 
tle interblending of different currents of thought.'' 
Among Macaulay's immediate associates on the 
staff of the *^ Review," Brougham was the most 
outspoken in his fault-finding; but Brougham's 
criticisms were envenomed by a personal spite 
which he could neither conceal nor disguise. 
Writing to Mr. Napier, apropos of some article 
which had offended his taste (and which, after 
all, turned out not to be Macaulay's), he says : 
" Why will Macaulay fancy that a luscious style 
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is fine writing ? Always upon stilts, never able 
to say the plainest things in a plain way, wrap- 
ping up his meaning, almost like his imitator 
Empson (founder of the enigmatic style, whose 
motto is riddle my riddle), half poetry, half nov- 
el, no argument, no narrative — ^fif ty little periods 
in a paragraph, fifty little sparkling points in a 
sentence — ^really I shall be compelled (as Charles 
Pox said), one of these days, to write a large book 
against these gentlefolks, who are spoiling our 
style in its composition nearly as much as the 
newspapers are spoiling its diction." In another 
letter, referring to another article, he says : " Emp- 
son's I conclude it is, from its being written in 
the riddle-and'flower style, i. e., a constant say- 
ing of something fine and puzzling. He is a bad 
imitator of Macaulay, who does himself, with all 
his extraordinary powers, incalculable injury, by 
laying down a rule that good writing consists in 
saying as many striking things as can be crammed 
into a given number of lines." And of the Essay 
on Sir William Temple he writes : " Macaulay's 
is an excellent paper, only he does take a terrible 
space to turn in. Good God ! what an awful man 
he would have been in Nisi Prius ! " 

Lord Cockbum, though a great admirer of 
Macaulay, was similarly outspoken in his criti- 
cisms of his style. In a letter to Mr. Napier, he 
says: ^^I rejoice in the anticipation of another 
birth of the Macaulay muse. Bat, though I in- 
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cur your contempt by the sentiment, I think the 
brilliancy of his style, especially on historical sub- 
jects, the worst thing about him. Delighting, as 
I always do, in his thoughts, views, and knowl- 
edge, I feel too often compelled to curse and roar 
at his words and the structure of his composi- 
tion. As a corrupter of style, he is more danger- 
ous to the young than Gibbon. His seductive 
powers greater ; his defects worse. But still I 
rejoice in all his deliveries." 

To Jeffrey, on the other hand, even the faults 
of Macaulay were very near to virtues. Of the 
article on Frederick, with which Mr. Napier had 
found fault, he writes : " I am not sure whether 
I do not think it the very best thing Macaulay 
has yet written, and I am quite certain that no 
other man alive (and I am half inclined to add, 
that ever lived) could write anything of the kind 
so well. ... I am not so much scandalized as 
you seem to be at his colloquialisms (and I do not 
think they go beyond that)y and indeed have a 
notion that they sometimes help to give that air 
of facility and self rconfidence to his writing which 
is one of its greatest attractions Miot only admit- 
ting us, as it were, to his familiarity ^ but con- 
stantly suggesting the reflection of what a fellow 
this must be who can do all this without strain 
or effort, and in the course of his common talk- 
ing. But, though this may add to a reviewer* s 
glory and popularity, I must confess it may be less 
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suitable to the author of a regular history, with 
his name on the title-page." 

With the view expressed in the last sentence 
Macaulay himself cordially agreed ; and, when 
the first two volumes of his History appeared, it 
was found that his style had changed just suffi- 
ciently to deprive the previous criticism of its 
pertinence — ^retaining all its vigor and lucidity 
while discarding those, somewhat gaudy ornaments 
which the author had regarded as not out of place 
in ephemeral essays which must catch the popu- 
lar fancy at once if they are to catch it at all. 

With the appearance of his History, there- 
fore, the ground of attack was shifted ; and it 
was now discovered that, though Macaulay's 
knowledge was vast in superficial area, it was 
shallow in depth, and that he was grossly parti- 
san in his opinions and verdicts. There is scarce- 
ly any important portion of his narrative that has 
escaped criticism on some point of detail, and 
nearly every one of his judgments upon men and 
events has been challenged or denounced. The 
Quakers sent a formal deputation to remonstrate 
against his portrait of William Penn ; the admir- 
ers of Marlborough furiously resented the de- 
thronement and degradation of their idol ; the 
friends of the English Church entered upon a set 
campaign against his celebrated description of the 
Anglican clergy of the Restoration period ; the 
Scotch have hardly yet forgiven him his fierce on- 
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slanght upon Dundee ; and many of those most 
friendly to the Kevolution were unwilling to rec- 
ognize in William of Orange that paragon of chiv- 
alry which the historian has painted for us. 

These criticisms are the more difficult to deal 
with because, though in one sense false, there is 
another sense in which they are to a certain ex- 
tent true. To accuse Macaulay of superficiality, 
in the commonly accepted meaning of the term, 
is absurd upon its face ; and, if any further proof 
were needed than the work itself affords, Mr. 
Trevelyan has furnished it by showing in detail 
how much patient labor was often employed upon 
a' paragraph or the mere turn of a phrase. On 
any subject which Macaulay undertakes to treat, 
his store of information is inexhaustible, and a 
single one of his picturesque touches often im- 
plies incalculable masses of knowledge. " Com- 
pare a passage," says Mr. Leslie Stephen, " with 
the assigned authority, and you are inclined to 
accuse him — ^sometimes it may be rightfully — of 
amplifying and modifying. But more often the 
particular authority is merely the nucleus round 
which a whole volume of other knowledge has 
crystallized. A single hint is significant to a 
properly prepared mind of a thousand facts not 
explicitly contained in it. Nobody, he said, could 
judge of the accuracy of one part of his History 
who had not * soaked his mind with the transi- 
tory literature of the day.' His real authoritv 
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was not this or that particular passage, but a lit- 
erature. And for this reason alone Macaulay's 
historical writings have a permanent value which 
will prevent them from being superseded even by 
more philosophical thinkers, whose minds have 
not undergone the * soaking' process." 

And, if the charges of superficiality and inac- 
curacy are commonly mistaken, still less tenablo 
are those which impute to him conscious parti- 
sanship and partiality. If Macaulay's ideas and 
opinions are nearly always found to coincide with 
those held by the Whigs of his day, it is because 
he was a Whig in principle and on conviction, and 
had not merely adopted Whiggism as a convenient 
banner under which to fight the battle for place 
and power. Probably no man has ever lived, cer- 
tainly no man has ever written history, who was 
less capable of intentional unfairness than Macau- 
lay. It was the intense fervor of his conviction 
which lent such force to his strokes ; and, if he 
very rarely consented to correct or retract any 
statement that had been challenged, it was not 
because he was a partisan or a bigot, but because, 
from the habits of his mind, he could not see the 
need of it. 

Yet, while all this is true, it can not be denied 
that there is a sense in which Macaulay was both 
superficial and partisan ; and this brings us to a 
consideration of what appears to us to have been 
the central defect of his mind. His vast accumu- 
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lations of facts were nearly always authentic and 
exact, and were always at the command of his 
portentous memory ; but they seldom remained 
m6re facts in his hands, being grouped and colored 
by an imagination which was at least as powerful 
as his memory. It is worthy of especial notice 
that the very faculty which gives its greatest 
charm to his writings — ^which enabled him to ren- 
der the past absolutely more vivid and real to us 
than the present usually is, and to evoke from its 
vasty deep, not spirits, but actual men and women 
— is also the originating cause of his most serious 
fault as an historian. " The possessor of so pow- 
erful a fancy,'' says Mr. Gladstone, ** could not 
but illuminate with the colors it supplied the 
matters which he gathered into his great maga- 
zine, wherever the definiteness of their outline 
was not so rigid as to defy or disarm the action of 
the intruding and falsifying faculty. Imagination 
could not alter the date of the battle of Marathon, 
of the Council of Nice, or the crowning of Pepin ; 
but it might seriously or even fundamentally dis- 
turb the balance of light and dark in his account 
of the opinions of Milton or of Laud, or his esti- 
mate of the effects of the Protectorate or the Res- 
toration, or of the character and even the adul- 
teries of William the Third. He could detect 
justly this want of dry light in others : he prob- 
ably suspected it in himself : but it was hardly 
possible for him to be enough upon his guard 
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against the distracting action of a faculty at once 
so vigorous, so crafty, and so pleasurable in its 

intense activity. ... He wrote for truth, but, 
of course, for truth such as he saw it ; and his 

*sight was colored from within. This color, once 
attached, was what in manufacture is called a 
mordant ; it was a fast color ; he could not dis- 
tinguish between what his mind had received 
and what his mind had imparted." 

Another characteristic which greatly impaired 
Macaulay^s power as a writer was the almost com- 
plete absence in him of what we may call the re- 
flective faculty — ^the faculty which leads a man 
to attempt through meditation or reflection to 
penetrate beneath the surface of phenomena to 
their underlying principles or laws. Prom such 
facts as he chose to consider to the doctrines 
which he seems to have adopted independently of 
them, his reasoning was both logical and lumi- 
nous ; but of all abstract reasoning he was haughti- 
ly intolerant, and it is a curious fact that in every- 
thing we learn about him he is either reading, or 
composing, or conversing, or recollecting ; but 
reflecting, never. An apposite example of this is 
to be found in his memoranda of a visit to Ireland 
in search of material for his History. Cross- 
ing the Irish Channel, the vessel in which he 
had taken passage was delayed by rough weather, 
and there being no light he was debarred from 
his usual occupation of reading, so he wrapped 
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himself in a pea-jacket and sat in solitude upon 
the deck. Under such circumstances it would 
seem to require considerable ingenuity to avoid 
meditation of some sort; and one would sup- 
pose that Macaulay at such a juncture would have 
found ample food for thought in those perplexing 
problems of human life and conduct with which 
the historian must necessarily deal But in this^ 
as in many similar cases, Macaulay was equal to 
the occasion. He set himself the task of going 
over " Paradise Lost " from memory, and had got 
to the end of the conversation between Eaphael 
and Adam when the lights of Dublin Bay came 
in sight. 

There are some respects, in fact, in which his 
enormous memory — ^that spacious receptacle into 
which nothing that once entered was ever lost — 
was a positive disadvantage to Macaulay. It en- 
couraged in him the indolent and perilous habit 
of deciding difficulties by precedent instead of 
principles — ^by accumulation of appropriate in- 
stances instead of by analytical reasoning ; and 
this in turn fortified that contempt of theory and 
speculation which was one of the chief defects of 
his mental character. It also operated to his dis- 
advantage by keeping always present in his con- 
sciousness every idea which he had once formed 
and every opinion or sentiment to which he had 
once given expression. The sort of " consistency " 
which this favored and in fact produced is as f et- 
16 
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tering to free thought as auything that despotism 
or superstition has ever devised; and the result 
in Macaulay's case was that his biography reveals 
no traces of that sort of mental growth which con- 
nects gradually enlarging views with widening 
knowledge. While at college, he crossed the nar- 
row boundary which then separated the advanced 
Toryism of the Clapham sect from the more con- 
servative Whigs ; and, having taken this step, he 
settled himself firmly upon convictions which re- 
mained to the end not only unchanged but sub- 
stantially unmodified. What he was when he 
began to contribute to "Knight's Magazine/' 
such he was when he wrote the last page of his 
History ; and in all his writings and correspon- 
dence there is not the slightest evidence that he 
ever abandoned an opinion he had once held, or 
even shifted his view-point. 

Closely connected with this trait was his utter 
obliviousness to the great currents of thought 
which were eddying round him, and his indiffer- 
ence to, or rather dislike of, those among his con- 
temporaries whose writings were destined pro- 
foundly to modify the order of ideas and sen- 
timents of which he was himself the most eloquent 
exponent. The only reference he is known ever to 
have made to Carlyle is in a letter to Mr. Napier, 
in which, criticising the contents of a number of 
the " Eeview," he says : " As to Carlyle, he might 
as well write in Irving's unknown tongue at 
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once " ; and he could see nothing in Utilitarian- 
ism but " an upstart dynasty of prejudices and 
sophisms," to which none but fools and dunces 
could honestly bear allegiance. "Macaulay," 
says Mr. Trevelyan,"had a very slight acquain- 
tance with the works of some among the best 
writers of his own generation. He was not fond 
of new lights, unless they had been kindled at the 
ancient beacons ; and he was apt to prefer a third- 
rate author, who had formed himself after some 
recognized model, to a man of high genius whose 
style and method were strikingly different from 
anything that had gone before. In books, as in^ 
people and places, he loved that, and that only, 
to which he had been accustomed from boyhood 
upward." 

The latest phase of criticism upon Macaulay 
is the product of that recently arisen school in 
whose view the " philosoj)hy of history "or the 
"sciei^e of history" is infinitely more impor- 
tant than any mere record of facts. Its expo- 
nents profess to find that Macaulay is deficient 
in the sense of the inward and ideal — in that 
large discourse which looks before and after; 
and that he failed to grasp the higher and deep- 
er significance of the phenomena with which 
he undertook to deal. Both Mr. Gladstone 
and Mr. Leslie Stephen place especial emphasis 
upon this ; and we will quote a passage from 
the latter, both because it is the best summary 
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of these objections and because it is in itself 
very striking : 

'^ His imaginative narrowness woald come oat still 
more clearly by a comparison with Mr. Oarlyle. One 
significant fact mnst be enough. Every one must have 
observed how powerfully Mr. Oarlyle expresses the emo- 
tion suggested by the brief appearance of some little 
wfidf from past history. We may remember, for exam- 
ple, how the usher, De Br6z6, appears for a moment to 
utter the last shriek of the old monarchical etiquette, and 
then vanishes into the dim abysses of the past. The 
imagination is excited by the little glimpse of light flash- 
ing for a moment upon some special point in the cloudy 
phantasmagoria of human history. The image of a past 
existence is projected for a moment upon our eyes, to 
make us feel how transitory is life, and how rapidly one 
visionary existence expels another. We are such stuff 
as dreams are made of: — 

None other than a moving row 
Of visionary shapes that come and go 

Around the sun-illumined lantern held 
In midnight by the master of the show. 

Every object is seen against the background of eternal 
mystery. In Macaulay^s pages this element is altogether 
absent. We see a figure from the past as vividly as if 
he were present. We observe the details of his dress, 
the odd oaths with which his discourse is interlarded, 
the minute peculiarities of his features or manner. We 
laugh or admire as we should do at a living man; 
and we rightly admire the force of the illusion. But the 
thought never suggests itself that we too are passing 
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Into oblivion, that oar little island of daylight will soon 
be shrouded in the gathering mist, and that we tread at 
every instant on the dust of forgotten continents. We 
treat the men of past ages qnite at our ease. We ap- 
plaud and criticise Hampden or Ohathtun as we should 
applaud Peel or Oobden. There is no atmospheric effect 
— no sense of the dim march of ages, or of the vast pro- 
cession of human life. It is doubtless a great feat to 
make the past present. It is a greater to emancipate 
us from the tyranny of the present, and to raise us to a 
point at which we feel that we too are almost as dream- 
like as the men of old time. To gain clearness and defi- 
nition, Macaulay has dropped the element of mystery. 
He sees perfectly whatever can be seen by the ordinary 
lawyer or politician or merchant ; he is insensible to the 
visions which reveal themselves only to minds haunted 
by thoughts of eternity, and delighting, with Sir Thomas 
Browne, to lose themselves in an altitudo. Mysticism 
is to him hateful, and historical figures form groups of 
individuals, not symbols of forces working behind the 
veU." 

The proper answer to this — ^as to the criticism 
which Professor Seeley has recently directed 
against Macaulay because he made history pictu- 
resque and interesting — ^is that Macaulay's idea of 
the function of history and his aim in writing 
history were totally different from those here in- 
culcated. He cared nothing for "atmospheric 
effect," or "the dim march of ages," or "symbols 
of forces working behind the veil." If he had 
been ask^d for an opinion regarding them, he 
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would have said that they were the proper con- 
cern of the poet and not of the historian. What 
he aimed to do was to take historical characters 
out of that dim haze of the past in which they are 
merely ** personages," and to realize them to us as 
actual men and women whose deeds and sufferings 
are interesting to us because they are men and 
women. This was his aim, and like every other 
great artist he has the right to be judged by his 
own standard. Macaulay is not Oarlyle, nor Dick- 
ens Thackeray, but it is not necessary to depose 
one in order to exalt the other. Fortunately, in 
the great Pantheon of literature there is room for 
all. 

The truth which explains if it does not har- 
monize the conflicting opinions about Macaulay is 
that his distinctive merits and defects are merely 
the obverse and reverse aspects of one and the same 
quality. The association between seeing clearly and 
seeing narrowly is a wellnigh universal law of the 
human mind ; and the undeniable narrowness of 
Macaulay's view was due neither to willful blind- 
ness nor yet to defect of vision, but to the preter- 
human vividness with which he saw whatever he 
happened at the moment to be looking at. Any 
object, or event, or quality which he sets himself 
to contemplate is illuminated as with an electric 
light, and, amid the dazzling brilliance which it 
rays around, all sense of shade and gradation is 
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lost. This is the explanation of that Inminous 
clearness of his color which has been so mnch and 
so justly admired : it is also the explanation of 
that lack of proportion and relation and that total 
absence of perspective which have been equally 
complained of in his compositions. 



THE END. 
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